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A PREFATORY ESSAY 

O N 

ELEGY. 

Y T is obfervable, that difcourfes prefixed to poetry are 
contrived very frequently to inculcate fuch tenets as 
may exhibit the performance to the greateft advan- 
tage. The fabric is very commonly raifed in the firft 
place, and the meafures, by which we are to judge of 
‘its merit, are afterwards adjufted. 

There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the il:ru6lure of elegiac poetry ; and far be it 
from the author of the following trifles to dignify his 
own opinions with that denomination* He would only 
intimate the great variety of fybjeBs, and the different 
fiyles in which the writers of elegy ha^e hitherto in- 
dulged themfelves, and endeavour to fhield the follow- 
ing ones by the latitude of their example. 

If we conffder the etymology ^ of the ^ord, the 
epithet which f Horace gives it> or the coixfeliion 

^ e-Asysfif, £ particulam dolendi. 

•j* << MiferaMIes elegos.^’' HOR» 
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which ^ Ovid makes concerning it, I think we may con- 
clude thus much however ; that elegy , in its true and 
genuine acceptation, inchdes a tender and querulous 
idea : that it looks upon this as its peculiar charader- 
iftic, and fo long as this is thoroughly fuftained, admits 
of a variety of fubjeds ; which, by its manner of treat- 
ing them, it renders its own. It throws its melancholy 
Jiole over pretty different objeds ; which, like the drelTes 
at a funeral proceffion, gives them all a kind of folemn 
and uniform appearance. 

It is probable that elegies were written at firft upon 
the death of intimate friends and near relations , cekhrated 
beauties^ or fa’vourtte miftrejfesi benef cent governors and 
illuftrious men : one may add perhaps, of all thofe, who 
are placed by Virgil in the laurel-grove of his Elyiium. 
(See Hard’s DilTertation on Horace’s Epikle.) 

Quique fui njeniores alios fecere merendo.” 

After thefe fubjeds were fufncicntly exhauded, and 
the feverity of fate difplayed in the mod adeding in- 
dances, the poets fought occafion to vary their com- 
plaints ; and the next tender fpecies of forrow that pre- 
fented itfelf, was the grief of ahfent or mgkBed lo^^ers. 
And this indulgence might be indeed allowed them ; 
but with this they were not contented. They had ob- 
tained a fmall corner in the province of love, and tlicy 
took advantage, from thence, to over-run the whole 

^ Heu nimis ex vero nunc tibi nomen 

OyiD. de Morte TibulIL 
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territory. They fung its fpoils, triumphs, ovations, 
and rejoicings as well as the captivity and exequies 
that attended it. They gave the name of elegy to their 
pleafantries as well as lamentations ; till at kil, 
through their abundant fondnefs for the myrtle^ they 
forgot that the cyprc/s was tbetr peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the origi- 
nal deiign of elegy ; and it lliould fcem, that any 
kind of fubjedls, treated in fuch a manner as to dilTufc 
a pieaiing melancholy, might far better deferve the 
namey than the facetious mirth and libertine fedivity 
of the fuccefsful votaries of love. 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may feem perhaps introduced to favour the following 
performance, it may not be improper to examine into 
the ufe and end of elegy. The moil important end of 
all poetry is to encourage virtue. Epic and tragedy 
chiefly recommend the public virtues ; elegy is of a fpecies 
which illudrates and endears the pih-vate. There 
is a truly virtuous pleafure connedied with many pea- 
five contemplations, which it is the province and ex- 
cellency of elegy to enforce. This, by prefenting 
faitable ideas, has difeovered fweets in melancholy which 
we could not find in mirth ; and has led us with fuc- 
cefs to the daily urny when we could draw no pleafure 
from the fparkling bowl; as paftoral conveys an idea 
of fimplicity and innocence, it is in particular the talk 
and merit of elegy to fhew .the innocence and fimpE- 

Dicite lo Psean, 3c lo his dicite Psean.’^ Ovi0# 
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city of rural life to advantage : and that, in a way 
diilind from paftoral^ as much as the plain but ju- 
dicious landlord may be imagined to furpafs his tenant 
both in dignity and underflanding* It fiould affo tend 
to elevate the more tranquil virtues of humility, dijinter- 
eftedmfs, fimplicity, and innocence : but then there* is a 
degree of elegance and refinement, no way inconfiftent 
with thefe rural virtues ; and that raifes elegy above 
that merum rus, that unpolijhed ruilicity, which ^has 
given our pajiaral writers their higheft reputation* 
Wealth and fplendor will never want their proper 
weight : the danger is, lefi: they fiiouid too much pre- 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws 
its chief infiuence into the other fcale, that magnifies 
the fweets of liberty and independence, that endears the 
honefi: delights of love and friendfliip, that celebrates the 
glory of a good name after death, that ridicules the 
futile arrogance of birth, that recommends the innocent 
amufement of letters, and infenfibly piepares the mind 
for that humanity it inculcates, Juch a kind of poetry 
may chance to pleafe j and if it pleafe, Ihould feem to 
be of fervice. 

As to the Jiyie of elegy. It may be well enough de- 
termined from what has gone before. It fhould imi- 
tate the voice and language of grief, or if a metaphor 
^of drefs be more agreeable, it fhould be fimple and 
'difufe, and flowing as a mourner’s veil. A verfllica- 
tion therefore is deiirable, which, by indulging a free 
and unconiirained expreflion, may admit of that flm- 
plicity which elegy requires. 


Heroic 
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Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, leems well 
enough adapted to this fpecies of poetry; and, imvever 
exceptionable upon other occalions, its inconveniencies 
appear’ to lofe their weight m Jhorier elegies : and its 
adv'antages feem to acquire an additional importance* 
The world has an admirable example of its beauty in 
a coiieilion of elegies not long fince publijhed ; the pro- 
duct of a gentleman ^ of the moll exad tade, and 
whofe untimely death merits ail the tears that elegy 
•can Hied. 

It is not impoffibie that fome may think this metre 
too lax and profaic : others, that even a more diilolute 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advantages.. 
And, in favour of thefe laft, might be produced the 
example of Milton in his Lycidas, together with one 
or two recent and beautiful . imitations of his veri- 
fication in that monody. 'Eut this kind of argu- 
ment, I am apt to think, mufi prove too much ; fince 
•the writers I have in view feem capable enough of 
recommending any metre they ihali chufe ; though it 
mufi be owned alfo, that the choice they make of any, 
is at the fame time the firongefi prefumption in its 
favour. 

Perhaps it may be no great .diificulty to compromife 
the difpute. There is no one kind of metre that is dif- 
tinguilhed by rhymes, but is liable to fome objedion 
or other. Heroic verfe, where every fecond line is 
terminated by a rhyme, (with which the judgment -re- 


quires 


• Mr. Hammond. 
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quires that the fenfe fhould in fome meafiire alfo ter- 
minate) ifi apt to render the expreffion eitlier fcantv 
or conftrained. And this is fometimes obfervabie in 
the writings of a poet lately dcceafed; though IT} el ieve 
no one ever threw fo much fenfe together with fo much 
eafe into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But, as an ak of 
conflraint too often accompanies this metre, it fecms 
by no means proper for a writer of elegy* 

The previous rhyme in Milton’s Lycidas is very fre- 
quently placed at fuch a diftance from the following, 
that it is often dropt by the memory (much better 
■employed in attending to the fentiment) before it be 
brought to join its partner :'and this feems to be the 
greatcii objedion to that kind of verfiiication. But then 
the peculiar eafe and variety it admits of, are no doubt 
fuflicient to overbalance the objedion, and to give it 
the preference to any other, in an elegy of length. 

The chief exception to which ftan%a of all kinds 
is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too regularly^ 
when it is continued through a long poem. And 
this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller’s ex- 
cellent panegyric. But if this fault be lefs difcernible 
in fmaller compolitions, as I fuppofe it A, I flatter 
myfelf, that the advantages I have before mentioned 
refulting from alternate rhyme (with which flanza is, 
I think, conneded) may, at lead in porter elegies, be 
allowed to outweigh its imperfedions. 

I ihall fay but little of the different kinds of elegy. 
The melancholy of a lover is different, no doubt, 
from what feel on other mixed occafions. The 

mind 
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mind in wlilcli love and grief at once predominate, is 
foftened to an exce/s. Love-elegy therefore is more 
negligent of order and defign, and being addreffed 
chiefly "to the ladies, requires little more than tender- 
nefs and pcrlpicuity. Elegies, that are formed upon 
proitiifcuous incidents, and addreffed to the world in 
general, inculcate fome fort of moral, and admit a dif- 
ferent degree of reafoning, thought, and ardour. 

The author of the following elegies entered on his 
fubjeds Qccajionally, as particular incidents in life fug- 
gefed, or difpoiitions of mind recommended them to Ms 
choice. If he deferibes a rural landflcip? or unfolds the 
train of fentiments it infpired, he fairly drew his pidure 
from the fpot ; and felt very fenlibly the affedion he 
communicates. If he fpeaks of Ms humble ihed, Ms 
flocks and his fleeces, he does not counterfeit the feenej 
who having (whether through choice or nece fSty, is 
not material) retired bedmes to country- folitudes, and 
fought his happinefs in rural employments, has a right 
to confider himfelf as a real fhepherd. The flocks, the 
meadows, and the grottos, are hi's onvn, and the em- 
bellifhment of Ms farm his foie amufement* As the 
fentiments therefore were infpired by nature, and that 
in the earlier part of his life^ he hopes they will retain 
a natural appearance : diffufmg at leafl fome fart of 
that amufement, which he freely ackpowleges he re- 
ceived from the compofition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconflftency i» 
the moral tenor of the feveral elegies ; and the fub- 
fequent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 

preceding. 
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preceding. The reader will fcarcely impute this te 
^overhght ; but will allow, that men’s opinions as well 
as tempers vary ; that neither public nor private, aflive 
nor fpeculative life, are unexceptionably hap’py, and 
coiifequently that any change of opinion concerning 
them may afford an additional beauty to poetry,* as it 
gives us a more ffriking reprefentation of life. 

If the author has hazarded, throughout, the ufe of 
'Englifh ot: modern alluiions, he hopes it will not be 
imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the leafi difeftcem, 
‘of the ancient learning. He has kept the ancient 
fhm and method in his eye, though he builds his edi- 
£ce with the materials of his own nation. In other 
words, through a fondnefs for his native country, he 
has made ufe of the fiowers it produced, though, in 
.order to exhibit them to the greater advantage, he has 
endeavoured to weave his garland by the belt model he 
•could find : with what fuccefs, beyond his own amufe- 
ment, muff be left to judges lefs partial to him 
'than either his acquaintance or his friends . — If any of 
thofe jfhould be fo candid, as to approve the variety of 
fubjefls he has chofen, and the tendernefs of fentiment 
he has, endeavoured to imprefs, he begs the metre alfo 
may not be too fuddenly condemned. The public ear, 
habituated of late to a quicker meafure, may perhaps 
confider this as heavy and languid; but an objection of 
that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this mea- 
fure ihould be allowed to fuit the nature of elegy. 


If 
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2f it fhould happen to be coniidered as an object: 
with others, that there is too much of a moral call: 
diiiufed through the whole ; it is replied^ that he endea-- 
awured to animate the poetry fo far as not to render 
this objection too obvious ; or to rifque excluding the 
faihienable reader : at the fame time never deviating 
from a fixed principle, that poetry without morality is 
but the hlojom of a fruit-tree. Poetry is indeed like 
that fpecies of plants, which may bear at once both' 
fruits and blofibms ; and the tree is by no means in' 
perfection without the former, however it may be em^- 
foeUiftxed by the flowers which furround it. 
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elegies, 

elegy l 

He arrives at his retirement in the countrf, and 
takes occafion to expatiate in praife of finipli- 
city. To a F r i e n d. 

T? OR rural virtues, and for native ikies> 

I bade xA.ugnjfta’s venal fons farewell; 

Now ’mid the trees, I fee my fmoke arife ; 

Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell, 

O may that genius, which fecures my rail, 

Freferve this villa for a friend that ’s dear ! 

Ne’er may my vintage glad the fordid breaft; 

Ne’er tinge the lip that dares be uniincere I 

Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart ! 

Fly my plain board, abhor my holHIe name ! 

Hence ! the faint verfe that iows not from the hearts 
But mourns in labour’d ftrains, the price of fame I 

O lov’d fimpHcity, be thine the prize ! 

Affiduous art corred her page in vain I 
His be the palm who, guiltlefs of diiguife. 

Contemns the power, the dull refource to feign ! 

Still may the mourner, kvifh of his tears 
For lucre’s venal meed, invite my fcorn f 
Still may the bard diffembling doubts and fears,. 

For praife, for flattery figlung> figh forlorn ! 

Sod 
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Soft as the line of love-fxck Hammond Hows, 

^Twas Ms fond heart elFusM the melting theme ; 

All ! never could Aofiia^s hill difclofe 
So fair a fountain, or fo lov’d a ilream. 

Ye lovelefs bards 1 intent with artful pains 
To form a figh, or to contrive a tear,! 

Forego your Pindus, and on plains 

Survey Camilla’s charms, and grow lincere* 

But thou, my friend! while in thy youthful foul 
Love’s gentle tyrant feats his aweful throne. 

Write from thy bofom — ^let not art controul 
The ready pen, that makes Ms edi<5ls known.^ 

Plealing, when youth is long expir’d, to trace. 

The forms our- pencil, or our pen delign’d ! 

^ Such was our youthful air, and fhape, and face !. 

Such the foft image of our youthful mind ! 

Soft wMlfi: We deep beneath the rural bowers,. 

The Loves and Graces Heal unfeen away ; 

And where the turf diffus’d, its pomp of flowers. 

We wake to wintry fcenes of cMll decay I 

Curfe the fad fortune that detains thy fair; 

Praife the foft hours that gave thee to her arms ; 

Paint thy proud fcorn of every vulgar care. 

When Hope exalts thee, or when Doubt alarms.^. 

Where with Oenone thou had worn the day. 

Near fount or flream, in meditation, rove; 

Kin the grove Oenone lov’d to flray. 

The Sithfoi Mufe lhall meet thee m the grove.. 

EKE GY 
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On poilhiimoiis reputation. To a Fk i o* 

1^ GRIEF of griefs ! that envy^s frantic ire 
Shoaki rob the living virtue of Its praife; 

O fooliili Mufes I that with zeal mfpire 
To deck the cold infeiifatc fhrine with bays ! 

When the free fpirit quits her humble frame. 

To tread the &ies with radiant garlands crownM, 
Say, will fhe hear the diftant voice of fame ? 

Or^ hearing, fancy fweetnefs in the found ? 

Perhaps ev'n genius pours a flighted lay ; 

Perhaps ev’n friendfhip iheds a fruitlefs tear; 

Ev’n Lyttelton but vainly trims the bay. 

And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bier. 

Though weeping virgins haunt his favour'd urn. 
Renew their chaplets, and repeat their fighs; 
Though near his tomb, Sabsean odours burn* 

The loitering fragrance will it reach the fkies ? 

No, Ihould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain : 

Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown’d his pleafures, and difpell'd his pain. 

Yes — the hxr profpe£l of furviving praife 
Can eveiy fenfe of prefent joys excel: 

For this, great Hadrian chofe laborious days ; 
Through this, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 

VoL. LIX. C 
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Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric raifi% 
To life's precarious date coniine their care? 

O teach them you^, to fpread the facred bafe. 

To plan a work, through lateft ages fair i ' 

Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 
Y ou trace the hory of each Attic fage. 

To think your blooming praife fhall time defy ? 

Shall wraft like odours through the pleafmg page? 
To mark the day, when tlirough the bulky tome. 
Around your name the varying Ityle refines ? 

And readers call their lofi: attention home. 

Led by that index where true genius Ihines ? 

Ah let not Britons doubt their focial aim, 

Whofe ardent bofom catch this ancient fire ! 

Cold interefi melts before the vivid flame. 

And patriot ardours, but with life, expire * 

ELEGY IIL 

On the untimely death of a certain learned 
acquaintance, 

I F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame. 
Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fuppliesj 
Whiifl: heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo ! here the brave and the puiifant lies. 

When humbler Alcoa leaves his drooping friends. 
Pageant nor plume diflinguifh Alcon’s bier; 

The faithful Mufe with votive fong attends. 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 


He 
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He little knew the fly pemirk>us art; 

That odious art which fortune’s favourites know^> 
Form’d to bellow, he felt the waimeli heart. 

But envious Fate forbade him to bellow. 

He little knew to ward the fccrct wound; 

He little knew that mortals could onfnare ; 

Virtue he knew; the noblek joy he found. 

To fmg her glories, and to paint her fair I 
111 was he ikiil’d to guide his wandering Iheep; 

And unforefeen difaker thinn’d Ms fold ; 

Yet at another’s lofs the fwain would weep; 

And, .for his friend, his very crook were fold. 

Ye fons of wealth ! proted the Mufe’s train; 

From winds proted them, and with food fupply ? 

Ah ! heiplefs they, to ward the threaten’d pain I 
The meagre famine, and the wintery Iky ? 

He lov’d a nymph: amidk his dender kore. 

He dar’d to love; and Cynthia was his theme ; 

He breath’d his plaints along the rocky fhore. 

They only echo’d ^o’er the winding ilream; 

His nymph was fair I the fweeteft bud that blows 
Revives lefs -lovely from the xecent fhower ; 

So Philomel enamour’d eyes the rofe; 

Sweet bird ! enamour’d of the fweetek flower ! 

He lov’d the M-ufe; fhe taught him to complain; 

He faw his timorous loves .on her depend ; 

He lov’d the Mufe ; although fhe taught in vain ; . 

He lov’d the Mnfe, for fhe was virtue’s friend. 

€ z She 
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She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 

She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain ; 

She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 
Of vice’s brothel, forth to virtue’s fane. 

He wifli’d for wealth, for much he wilh’d to give; 

He griev’d that virtue might not wealth obtain ; ^ 
Piteous of woes, and hopelefs to relieve. 

The penflve profped fadden’d all his flrain. 

I faw him faint 1 I faw him link to refl ! 

Like one ordain’d to fwell the vulgar throng ; 

As though the virtues had not warm’d his breafl. 

As though the Mufes not infpir’d his tongue, 

I faw his bier ignobly crofs the plain ; 

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply: 

The generous ruflics mourn’d the friendly fvvain. 

But power and wealth’s unvarying cheek was dry I 
Such Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn I 
Where were ye then, ye powerful patrons, where ? 
Would ye the purple ftiould your limbs adorn. 

Go wafli the confeious blemifli with a tear. 

ELEGY IV. 

O PHIS L I a’s Urn- To Mr. Graves. 

^Y^HEOUGH the dim veil of evening’s dulky lhade. 
Near fome lone fane, or yew’s funereal green. 
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey’d ! 

What ihrouded fpedres fuperflkion feen ! 

But 
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But you fecure fliall pour your fad complaint. 

Nor dread tlic meagre phantoms wan array; 

What none but fear’s officious hand can paint. 

What none, but fuperiUtion’s eye, furvey. 

The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Siiall fee your flep to thefe fad fcenes return : 

Conilant, as crydal dews impearl the lawn. 

Shall Strephon’s tear bedew Ophelia’s urn ! 

Sure nought unhallow’d ffiall prefume to liray 
Where fleep the reliques of that virtuous maid . 

Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way, 

Wdiere foft Ophelia’s dear remains arc laid. 

Haply thy Mufe, as with uncealing iighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin’d. 

May fee light groups of pleahng vifions rife ; 

And phantoms glide, but of celeilial kind. 

There fame, her clarion pendant at hci fide. 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia’s iliade ; 

Why has fuch worth, without diftindtion, dy’d. 

Why, like the defert’s lily, bloom’d to fade?’'"" 

Then young limplicity, averfe to feigiv 
Shall unmolefted breathe her foftefl: figh : 

And candour with unwonted warmth complain. 

And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 

Then elegance, with coy judicious hand. 

Shall cull frelli flowrets for Ophelia’s tomb; 

And beauty chide the Fates’ fevere commands 
That ihew’d the frailty of fo fair a bloom I 

C 3 And 
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And fancy tlien^ wkK wild ungovern’d woe. 

Shall her lov’d pupil’s native taile explain ; 

For mournful fable all her hues forego. 

And alk fweet folace of the Mufe in vain ! * 

Ah> gentle forms, expefl no fond relief ; 

Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore : • 

Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of giief— 

Y oujr bell, your brighteft favourite is no morcu 

ELEGY V. 

Pie compares the turbulence of love with the 
tranquillity' of friendlhip. To Melissa hie 
Friend. 

p ROM love, from angry love’s inclement reign 
I pafs a while to friendiliip’s equal ikies; 

’I’hou, generous maid, reliev’d my partial pain,. 

And chear’d tlie vRfim of another’s eyes. 

’Tis thou, Melifia, thou deferv’d my care : 

How can my will and reafon difagree f 
How can my palHon live beneath defpair ! 

How can my bofom figh for aught but thee f 
Ah dear Melida 1 pleas’d with thee to rove. 

My foul has yet furviv’d its drearied time 
Ill can I bear the various clime of love 1 
Love is apleafiag, but a various clime ! 

So fmileaimmortal Maro’s favourite fhore, . 

Parthenope, with every verdure crown’d 1 
When drait Vefuvio’s horrid cauldrons roar. 

And the dry vapour biads die regions rounds 


Oh 
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Oh blifsful regions ! oh unrlvaPd plains ! 

When Maro to thcfe fragrant haunts retir’d ! 

Oh fiital realms 1 and oh accurll: domains ! 

When Piiny, hnid fiilphureous clouds,, expir’d I 
So fmiles the furface of the treacherous main. 

As, o’er its waves the peaceful halcyons play; 
When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain. 
And Iky and ocean mingle in the fray. 

But let or air contend, or ocean rave ; 

Ev’n hope fubhde amid the billows toll; 

Hope, Hill emergent, IHll contemns the wave. 

And not a feature’s wonted fmile is loH. 

ELEGY VL 

To a Lady on the language of birds. 

I^OME then, Dione, let us range the grove. 

The fcience of the feather’d choirs explore : 
Hear linnets argue, larks dcfcant of love. 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 

My doubt fubhdes — ’tis no Italian fong. 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 

Ah ! who, that hears Dione ’s tuneful tongue. 

Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree ? 

And come, my Mufe ! that lov’H the fylvan fhade 5 
Evolve the mazes, and the miH difpel : 

Tranllate the fong ; convince my doubting maid. 

No folemn dervife can explain fa well — 

C4 
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Peniive beneath the twilight fhades I fate. 

The flave of hopelefs vows, and cold difdaiii 1 
When Philomel addrefs’d his mournful mate. 

And thus 1 conftrued the mellifluent ftrain. - 
Sing on, my bird — the liquid notes prolong. 

At every note a lover fheds his tear ; 

Sing on, my bird — ’tis Damon hears thy long; 

Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hean 
He the fad fource of our complaining knows ; 

A foe to Tereus, and to lawlefs love 1 
He mourns the flory of our ancient woes ; 

Ah could our mufic his complaints remove 1 
Yon’ plains are govern’d hy a peerlefs maid; 

And fee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted lky> 
A train of lovers court the checquer’d fliade ; 

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate’s reply* 
Erewhile no fliepherd to thefe woods retir’d ; 

No lover blefl: the glov/-vvorm’s pallid ray : 

But ill-flar’d birds, that liftening not admir’d. 

Or likening envy’d our fuperior lay. 

C bear’d by the fun, the vaflals of his power, 

Let fuch by day unite their jarring flrains ! 

But let us chafe the calm, the fllent hour. 

Nor want fit audience while Dione reigns.” 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY VII. 

He,defciibes his vifion to aa acquaintance*. 
Caitera per terras omnes animalia, &:c.” Yib.g*. 

diftant heaths^ beneath autumnal Ikies, 

Penlive I faw the circling lhades defcend;. 

Weary and faint I heard the ftorm arife. 

While the fun vaniOi’d like a faithlefs friend*. 

No kind companion led my ftcps aright ; 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray ; 

£vhi the lone cot refus’d its wonted light. 

Where toil in peaceful Humber clos’d the day*. 

Then the dull bell had given a pleaiing found ; 

The village cur ’twere tranfport then to hear 5 
In dreadful filcnce all was hufh’d around. 

While the rude dorm alone diltrefs’d mine ear. 

As led by Orwell’s winding banks I ftray’d. 

Where towering Wolfey breath’d his native air; 

A fitdden luftre chas’d the flitting lhade. 

The founding winds were hufh’d, and all was fail?*, 
in Sant a grateful form appear’d confeS ; 

White were his locks with awful fcarlet crown’d, 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem’d his veS, 

That with the glowing purple ting’d the ground* 
Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain. 

Benighted, lonefome, whither v/ould’H thou Hray ? 
Poes wealth or power thy weary ftep conftrain i 
B.eveal thy wifh, and let me point the way. 

For 
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For know I trod the trophy ’d paths of power ; 

Felt every joy that fair ambition brings ; 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower, 

To Hand beneath the canopies of kings. 

I bade low hinds the towering ardour fhare ; 

Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone : 

I fnatch’d the Ihepherd from his heecy care. 

And bade his wholcfome didate guard the throne. 
Eow at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw; 

1 faw proud empires my decihon wait; 

My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My fmile was tranfport,. and my frown was fated* 
Ah me ! faid I, nor power I feek, nor gain ; 

Nor urg’d by hope of fame thefe toils endure ; 

A fimple youth, that feels a lover*s pain. 

And, from his friend’s condolance, hopes a cure. 
He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam. 

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ; 

Y et for his fake 1 leave my didant home^ 

Which oaks embofom^ and which hills defend. 
Beneath that home I fcorn the wintry wind; 

The fpring, to lhade me, robes her faired tree ; 
And if a friend my grafs-grown threfhold find, 

0 how my lonely cot relbunds with glee ! 

Yet, though averfe to gold in heaps amafs’d, 

1 wiih to blefs, I languifii to bedow ; 

And though no friend to fame’s obdreperous blad^, 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 

Too 
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Too proud with fervile tone to deign addrefs ; 

Too mean to think that honours arc my diie> 

Yet ihould fome patron yield my ilores to blefs, 

I furS ihould deem my boundlefs thanks were few^ 
But tell mC;, thou I that, like a meteor’s hre, 

Slx)t’il blazing forth; difdaining dull degrees; 
Should I to wealth, to fame,, to power alpire. 

Mud: 1 not pafs more rugged paths than thefe ? 
Muk I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcorn, and him. I love betray? 

Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falfehoodls treacherous foot befet the way ? 

Say ihould I pafs through favour’s crowded gate^^, 
Muk not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 

Wkilk I approach' the glittering feenes of kate,. 

My bek companion no admittance knd ? 

Mars ’din the ihades by freedom’s lenient care,,. 

Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 

Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare- 
To fpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 

And when proud fortune’s ebbing tide recedes,. 

And when it leaves me no unihaken friend. 

Shall 1 not weep that e’er I left the meads. 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend T 
Oh f if thefe ills the price of power advance,. 

Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite 1 
The troubled vikon cak a mournful glance. 

And fighing vaniflYd in the ihades of night. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY VIIL 

He defcribes bis early love of poetry, and its con- 
fequences. To Mr. Graves, 1745. 

Written after the death of Mr, Pope. 

A H me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 

What muttered fpell retards their late increafe : 
Such lelTening deeces muft the fwain behold. 

That e’er with Doric pipe etfays to pleafe. 

I faw my friends in evening circles meet ; 

I took my vocal reed, and tun’d my lay j 
I heard them fay my vocal reed was fweet : 

Ah fool I to credit what I heard them fay I 
Ill-fated bard 1 that feeks his Ikill to fhow. 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear I 
Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful flep, has more to fear. 

Nor could my Graves miflake the critic’s laws, 

Till pious friendihip mark’d the pleahng way ; 
Welcome fuch error I ever bleft the caufe 1 

Ev’n though it led me boundlefs leagues aftray I 
Couldfl thou reprove me> when I nurs’d the Eame 
On lillening Cherwell’s olier banks reclin’d i 
While, foe to fortune, unfeduc’d by fame, 

I footh’d the bias of a carelefs mind. 


Youth’s 
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Youtlx^s gentle kindred^ health and love were met ? 

What though in Alma’s guardian arms I play’d ? 
How fhall the Mufe thofe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid ? 

Thou know’!! how tranfport thrills the tender bread:. 
Where love and fancy fix their opening reign ; 

How nature fhines in livelier colours drell. 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train. 

So firfi: when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen. 

And favour’d Rhodes beheld their pafiion crown’d, 
Unufual flowers enrich’d the painted green ; 

And fwift fpontancous rofes blufli’d around. 

Now fadly lorn, from Twitnam’s widow’d bower. 

The drooping Mufes take their cafual way; 

And where they flop, a Hood of tears they pour; 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 
Where is the dappled pink, the fprightly rofe ? 

The cowflips golden cup no more I fee : 

Dark and difcolour’d every flower that blows. 

To form the garland. Elegy! for thee!— 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead ; 

Ah might we now the pious rage controul ; 

Hulh’d be my grief ere every fmile be fled. 

Ere the deep fwelling figh fubvert the foul ! 

If near fome trophy fpring a tripling bay. 

Pleas’d we behold the graceful umbrage rife ; 

But foon too deep it works its baneful way, 

V And, low on earth, the proftrate ruin lies^ 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY IX. 

He defcribes his difintereftednefs to a frienti 

¥ NE’ER mufl tinge my lip with Celtic wines ; 

’ The pomp of India muft I ne’er difpky ; 

Nor boafl the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day, 

Down yonder brook my cryllal beverage flows ; 

My grateful fheep their annual fleeces bring; 

Fair in my garden buds the damaik rofe. 

And, from my grove, I hear the throflle iing. 

My fellow fwains ! avert your dazzled eyes; 

In vain allur’d by glittering fpoils they rove. 

The fates ne’er meant them for the fhepherd’s prize, 
y et gave them ample recompence in love. 

They gave you vigour from your parent’s veins ; 

They gave you toils ; but toils your flnews brace ; 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous pains. 
And fli^des, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames. 

See 1 poiifh’d fair, the beech’s friendly rind I 
To flng foft carrols to your lovely dames. 

See vocal grots, and echoing vales affign’d ! 
Would’R thou, my Strephon, love’s delighted flave I 
Though fure the wreaths of chivalry to fhare. 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave. 

And, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear ? 

Ill 
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III fare my peace^ but every idle toy. 

If to my mind my Delia’s form it brings. 

Has truer worth, imparts fincerer joy. 

Than lal! that bears the radiant diamp of kings* 

0 my foul weeps, my bread: with anguiih bleeds. 

When love deplores the tyrant power of gain ! 

Difdaining riches as the futile weeds, 

I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain. 

Oft from the Ib'eam, How wandering down the glade, 
Penlive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 

Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid. 

And fomc fond lover Eckens at the found. 

Not Somerville, the Mufe’s friend of old. 

Though now exalted to yon ambient iky, 

So fhun’d a foul didain’d with earth and gold. 

So lov’d the pure, the generous bread, as L 

Scorn’d be the wretch that quits his genial bowl. 

His loves, his friendfhips, ev’n his felE refigns ; 

Perverts the facred indinil of his foul. 

And to a ducate’s dirty fphere confines* 

But come, my friend, with tafte, with fcience bled. 
Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure ; 

JRedore thy dear idea to my bread, * 

The rich depoiit ihall the ihrine fecure* 

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore. 

The charms of independence let us fing ; 

Bled with thy friendfhip, can I for more ? 

I’ll fpurn the beaded W^ialth of Lydians king. 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY X. 

To Fortune; fuggefting his motive for 
repining at her difpenfations. 

^ SK not the caufe, why tliis rebellious tongue 
Loads with frelh curfes thy detefled fway 1 
Afic not, thus branded in my fofteil fong. 

Why Hands the flatter’d name, which all obey ? 

Tis not, that in my flied 1 lurk forlorn. 

Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife ; 

That, on this breafl, no mimic flar is borne. 

Rever’d, ah I more than thofe that light the fkies* 

’Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I flng or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ; 

And, all inglorious, in the lonefome fhade. 

My finger ftiflens, and my voice decays. 

Not, that my fancy mourns thy Hern command, 

When many an embryo dome is loft in air ; 

While guardian prudence checks my eager hand, 

And, ere the turf is broken, cries, Forbear. 
Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold^ 
Nor let yon rifing column more afpire ; 

Ah ! better dwell in ruins, than behold 
Thy fortunes mouldering and tliy domes entire. 
Honorio built, but dar’d my laws defy ; 

He planted, fcornful of my fage commands ; 

The peach’s vernal bud regal’d Ms eye ; 

The fruitage ripen’d for more frugal hands.*® 

Se# 
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See the fmali ilream that pours its murmuring tide 
O’er fome rough rock that would its wealth difplay^^ 
Difplays it aught but penury and pride ! 

Ah i conkrue wifely what fuch murmurs fay. 

How would fome flood> with ampler treafures blefc 
Difdainful view the fcantling drops dihil ! 

How muk ^ Velino fliake his reedy creft! 

How every cygnet mock the boakive rill I 
Fortune, I yield 1 and fee, I give the fign ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home ; 

Collcds the fquare, the level, and the line. 

And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome. 

Y es, I can patient view the Hiadelefs plains 5 
Ca^i unrepining leave the riling wall : 

Check the fond love of art that fir’d my veins. 

And my warm hopes, in full purfuit, recall. 
Defcend, ye llorms ! dellroy my riling pile; 

Loos’d be the whirlwind's unremitting fway ; 
Contented 1, although the gazer fmile 
To fee it fcarce furvke a winter’s day. 

Let fome dull dotard balk in thy gay Hirine, 

As in the fun regales his wanton herd ; 

Guilt! efs of envy, why Hioiild I repine. 

That his rude voice, his grating reed ’$ prefer’d ? 

Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply’d. 

Mine and the fwain’s reludlant homage Ihare; 

But ah ! his tawdry Ihepherdefs’s pride, 

Gods ! muh: my Delia, mult my Delia bear ? 

* A river in Italy, 
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Muft Delia’s foftnefs, elegance, and eafe. 

Submit to Marian’s drefs ? to Marian’s gold ? 

Mnft Marian’s rObc from diilant India pleafc ? ^ 

The limple fleece my Delia’s limbs enfold ? 

Y et fare on Delia feems the ruflet fair ; 

Ye glittering daughters of difguife, adieu!” 

So talk the wife, who judge of fhape and air. 

But will the rural thane decide fo true ? 

Ah ! what is native v/orth efleem’d of clowns ? 

’Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune 1 thine they fee : 

®Tis for my Delia’s fake I dread thy frowns, 

And my lafl: gafp fliall curfes breathe on thee. 

ELEGY XL 

He complains how foon the pleafmg novelty of 
life is over- To Mr. J a g o. 

A H me, my friend 1 it will not, will not lall ^ 

This fairy-fcene, that cheats our youthful eyes ! 
The charm diflblves; th’ aerial mufic’s pall; 

The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 

Where are the fplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious dome ? 
Vanifli’d the coiHy pearls, the crimfon plumes. 

And we, delightlefs, left to wander home ! 

Vain now are books, the fage’s wifdom vain ! 

What has the world to bribe our fleps aflray. 

Ere reafon learns by iludy’d laws to reign. 

The weaken’d paflions, felf-fubdued, obey. 


Scarce 
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Scarce lias the fun fei'^en annual courfes rolPd, 

Scarce fhewn the whole that fortune can fupply; 
Since, not the mifer fo carefs’d his gold. 

As J, for what it gave, was heard to ligh. 

On the world’s flage I wifh’dfome fpiightly part; 

To^deck my native fleece with tawdry lace I 
"Twas life, ’twas take, and — oh my foolidi heart, 
Subflantial joy was fix’d in power and place. 

And you, ye works of art ! allur’d mine eye. 

The breathing pidure, and the living ftone: 
Though gold, though fplendour, heaven and fate 
deny, 

Yet might I call one Titian flroke my own!’’ 
Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil. 

The wreath, the garland, fire the poet’s pride, 

J trim’d my lamp, confum’d the midnight oil — 

But foon the paths of health and fame divide! 

Oft too I pra} ’tvvas nature form’d the piayer. 

To grace my natit^e feenes, my rural home; 

To fee my tjees expreis their plantci’s care. 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 

But now ’tis o’er, the dear delufion ’s o’er I 
A flagnant bree zelefs air becalms my foul : 

A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

1 fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 

O youth 1 enchanting (late, profufely bled ! 

Blili” ev’n obnufive courts the frolic mind ; 

Of he..Uh neglectful, yet by health carefl; 

C'.nlfi" oj ias^oiir, yet fecure to find. 

D a 
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Then glows the breaft, as opening rofes fair ; 

More free> more vivid, than the linnet’s wing; 
Honell as light, tranfparent ev’n as air, 

Tender as buds, and lavilh as the fpring. 

Not ail tiie force of manhood’s active might. 

Not all the craft to fubtle age affign’d. 

Not fcience {hall extort that dear delight. 

Which gay delulion gave the tender mind. 

Adieu foft raptures, tranfports void of care ! 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit adieu ! 

And you, her daughters, pining with defpair. 

Why, why fo foon her fleeting fleps puiTue I 
Tedious again to curfc the drilling day 1 
Again to trace the wintry tracks of fnow ! 

Or, footh’d by vernal airs, again furvey. 

The felf-famc hawthorns bud, and cowflips blow ! 
O life I how foon of every blifs forlorn 1 

We flart falfe joys, and urge the devious race: 

A tender prey ; that chcars our youthful morn. 
Then finks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 


ELEGY NIL 
His recantation. 


O more the Mufe obtrudes her thin difguife! 
^ No more with aukwaid fallacy complain s. 
How every fervour from my bofom flies. 

And reafon in her lonefome palace reigns. 


Ere 
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Ere the chill winter of our days arrive. 

No more fhe paints the breafl: from paffion free ; 

I feel, I feel one loitering wilh furvive— 

All, need I, Florio, name that wifh to thee 
The har of Venus ufiiers in the day, 

T?te firlt, the loveliell of the tram that fhine I 
The har of Venus lends her brighteil ray. 

When other bars their friendly beams relign* 

Still in my breall one foft defire remains. 

Pure as that fiar, from guilt, from interefi free, 
Flas gentle Delia trip’d acrofs the plains. 

And need I, Florio, name that wilh to thee ? 
While, cloy’d to find the feenes of life the fame, 

I tune with carelcfs hand my languid lays ; 

Some fecret impulfe wakes my former flame, , 

And fires my drain with hope of brighter days* 

I flept not long beneath yon rural bowers j 

And lo ! my crook with flowers adorn’d I fee : 

Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers. 

And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee I 
/ 

ELEGY XIIL 

To a Friend, on fome flight occafion eftranged 
from him*. 

T 1 EALTH to my friend, and many a chcarful day 
Around his feat may peaceful fliades abide 1 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with fmiles away. 
And, till they crown our union, gently glide* 
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Ah me ! too fwiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 

Lofl: to our wonted friendihip, lofl to joy I 
Soon may thy breafl: the cordial wilh refume. 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deflroy. 

Say, were it ours, by fortune’s wild command. 

By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 

Would’ li: thou reject thy Damon’s plighted hand ? 
Would’ ft thou with fcorn thy once -lov’d friend dif- 
own? 

Life is that ftranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim ? 
Launch’d in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time. 

Shall dark fufpicioti quench the generous flame f 
Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold. 

See fadly fever’d by the laws of chance 1 
Myriads, in time’s perennial lift enroll’d. 

Forbid by fate to change one tranfient glance ! 

But we have met — ^where ills of every form. 

Where paiHons rage, and hurricanes defeend: 

Say, fhall we nurfe the rage, afllft the ftorm ? 

And guide them to the bofom— of a friend 1 
Yes, we have met — through rapine, fraud, and wrong : 

Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore ! , 

W hy leave thy friend amid the boifterous throng, 

Kre death divide us, and we part no more ? 

For oh 1 pale fleknefs warns thy friend away 5 
For me no more the vernal rofes bloom 1 
I fee fteni fate his ebon wand difplay ; 

wither’d regions of the tomb. 


Then 
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Then the keen anguifh from thine eye fhall flart. 

Sad as thou followhl my untimely bier; 

Fool that I was — if friends fo foon mull part. 

To let fufpicion intermix a fear,’* 

- ELEGY XIV. 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries, 
he takes occafion to intimate the advantages of 
his own. 

To Lord Temple, ' 

T^HILE others, lok to friendfhip; loE to love, 

^ ^ Wafte their bell minutes on a foreign llrapd. 
Be mine, with Britilh nymph or Twain to rot^e. 

And court the genius of my nati^^e land. 

Deluded youth 1 that quits thefe veidant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien foil I 
To win the vice his genuine foul difdains, 

Return exultant, and import the Ipoil 1 
In vain he beads of his deteded prize; 

No more it blooms to Britilh climes convey’d* 
Cramp’d by tire impulfe of ungenial Ikies, 

Sec its freih vigour in a moment fade I 
Th’ exotic folly knows its native clime; 

An aukward dranger, if we waft it p’er ; 

Why then' thefe toils, this codly wade of time. 

To fpread foft poiibn on our happy Ihore I ' 

D 4 I CO- 
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I covet not tke pride of foreign looms; 

In fearcli of foreign modes i fcorn to rove; 

Nor> for the worthlefs bird of brighter plumes. 
Would change the meancft warbler of my grove» 
No diilant clime fhall fervile airs impait. 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to play ; ^ 
Trembling I view the Gaul’s iilufive art. 

That heals my lov^d ruhicity away. 

’Tis long fince freedom fied th’ Hefperian clime ; 

Her citron groves, her flower-embroider’d Ihore ; 
She faw the Britiih oak afpire fublime. 

And ibft Campania’s olive charms no morCi. 

Let partial funs mature the weilern mine. 

To fhed its luflre o’er th’ Iberian maid ; 

Mien, beauty, ihape, O native foil, are thine; 

Thy peerlefs daughters aik no foreign aid. 

Let Ceylon’s envy’d plant ^ perfume the Teas, 

Till torn to feafon the Batavian bowl ; 

Ours is the hreaft whofe genuine ardours pleafe. 

Nor need a drug to meliorate the fouL 
Let the proud Soldan wound th’ Arcadian groves^. 

Or with rude lips th’ Aonian fount profane ; 

The Mufe no more by flowery Ladon roves. 

She feeks her Thomfon on the Britiih plain. 

Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war difmay’d; 

Ah 1 hapiefs realms that war’s oppreffion feel I 
In vain may Auhria boah her Noric blade, 
if Atthria bleed beneath her boahed iieeL 


The cinnamon* 
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Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

Raptur’d fhe once beheld its friendly iliade ! 

And hoary Memphis boafts her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty power decay’d ! 

No crefcent here difplays its baneful horns ; 

Nd turban’d holt the voice of truth reproves ; 
Learning’s free fource the fage’s breaft adorns. 

And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves# 

Boaft, favour’d Media, boafl thy flowery flores ; 

Thy tlioufand hues by chemic funs refin’d ; 

'Tis not the drefs or mien thy foul adores, 

’Tis the rich beauties of Britannia’s mind. 

While Grenville’s bread: * could virtue’s flores afford,. 

What envy’d flota bore fo fair a freight ? 

'Fhe mine compar’d in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its iuitre, and the gold its weight. 

Thee, Grenville, thee with calmefi: courage fraught. 
Thee the lov’d image of thy native fhorc ! 

'Face by the virtues arm’d, the graces taught. 

When fliall we ceafe to boafl, or to deplore ? 
Prefumptuous war, which could* thy life deifroy. 

What fhali it now in recompence decree ? 

While friends that merit every earthly joy. 

Feel every anguifh ; feel the lofs of thee ! 

Bid me no more a fervile realm compare. 

No more the Mufe of partial praife arraign; 
Britannia fees no foreign breafl: fo fair. 

And, if fhe glory, glories not in vain, 

^ Written a few years after the time of Capt. 
death, which happened in 1 74 7 * The earldom of T emple was 
not created till i749.» 
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None, to a virgin’s mind, prefer’d her dower ; 

To fire with vicious hopes a modeil: heir : 

The Ere, in place of titles, wealth, or power, 

Afiign’d him virtue; and his lot was fair. 

They fpoke of fortune, as fome doubtful dame. 

That fway’d the natives of a diflant fpliere ; 

From lucre’s vagrant fons had learnt her fame. 

But never wifh’d to place her banners here. 

Here youth’s free fpirit, innocently gay. 

Enjoy’d the moft that innocence can give, 

Thofe whoiefome fweets that border virtue’s way ; 

Thofe cooling fruits, that we may tafie and live. 
Their board no Erange ambiguous viand bore ; 

From their own Ereams their choicer fare they drew> 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the ihore. 

The foie deceit their artlefs bofom knew I 
Sincere themfclves, ah too fecure to find 
The common bofom, like their own, lincere I 
’Tis its^ own guilt alarms the jealous mind ; 

’Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear. 

Sketch’d on the lattice of th’ adjacent fane. 

Their fuppliant buEs implore the reader’s prayer ; 
Ah gentle fouls I enjoy your blisful reign. 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 

For fare, to blisful realms the fouls are flown. 

That never fiatter’d, injur’d, cenfur’d, Erove 
The friends of fcience I muEc, all their own ; 

Mufic the voice of virtue and of love I 

Tlie 
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l^iie journeying peafant, through the fecret fhade. 
Heard their foft lyres engage his liHening ear ; 

And haplj deem’d fome courteous angel play’d ; 

No angel play’d — but might with tranfport hear* 
For thefe the founds that chafe unholy Hrife ! 

Solve envy’s charm, ambition’s wretch releafe ! 
Eaife him to fpurn the radiant ills of life : 

To pity pomp, to be content with peace. 

Farewel, pure fpirits ! vain the praife we give. 

The praife you fought from lips angelic flows ; 
Farewel ! the virtues which deferve to live, 

Deferve an ampler blifs than life bellows. 

LaH of his race, Palemon, now no more 
The modcH merit of his line dilplay’d ; 

Then pious Hugh Vigornia’s mitre wore — 

Soft deep the dud of each deferving diade 1 

ELEGY XVI. 

He fuggefts the advantages of birth to a perfon of 
merit, and the folly of a fupercilioufnefs that 
is built upon that foie foundation. 

"IXTHEN genius grac’d with lineal fplendor glows, 
^ ^ When title Ihines with ambient virtues crown’d. 
Like fome fair almond’s flowery pomp it Ihewss 
The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 
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Then learn, ye fair I to foften fplendor’s ray ; 

Endure the fwain, the youth of low degree ; 

Let meeknefs join’d its temperate beam difplay ; 

’Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 

Pity the fandal’d fwain, the Ihepherd’s boy; 

He fighs to brighten a negle£led name ; 

Foe to the dull appulfe of vulgar joy. 

He mourns his lot ; he wifhes, merits fame. 

In vain to groves and pathlefs vales we Hy ; 

Ambition there the bowery haunt invades ; 

Fame’s awful rays fatigue die courtier’s eye. 

But gleam Hill lovely through the checquer’d ihades, 

Yainly, to guard from love’s unequal chain. 

Has fortune reai ’d us in the rural grove ; 

, Should **** eyes illume the defart plain, 

Ev’n I may wonder, and ev’n I mull love. 

Nor unregarded lighs the lowly hind; 

Though you contemn, the gods rcfpe£l his vow ; 
Vindidlive rage awaits the fcornful mind. 

And vengeance, too fevere 1 the gods allow, 

■On S arum’s plain I met a wandering fair ; 

The look of forrow, lovely Hill flie bore : 

Loofe flow’d the foft redundance of her hair, 

. And, on her brow^ a* flowery wreath Ihe wore, 
Oft'flooping as fhe ilray’4 fhe cull’d the, pride 
Of every .plain; ihe pillag’d every grove ! 

The fading chaplet daily ihe4hppty'd» 
f And ffiill her hand fome various garland wove. 

Erro- 



ELEGY XVL 


47 


Erroneous fancy Hiap’d her wild attire % 

From Bethlem’s walls the poor lymphatic ilray^d; 
Seem’d with her air her accent to confpire, 

Wheiij as wild fancy taught her, thus file faid : 

Hear me, dear youth 1 oh hear an haplefs maid, 
Sprurig from the feepter’d line of ancient kings ! 
Scorn’d by the world, I alk thy tender aid ; 

Thy gentle voice fhall whifper kinder things. 

The world is frantic — fly the race profane-— 

Nor I, nor you, fhall its compaflion move; 

Come friendly let us wander, and complain. 

And tell me, fhepherdi liafl thou feen my love ? 

My love is young — but other loves are young; 

And other loves are fair, and fo is mine; 

An air divine difclofes whence he fprung ; 

He is my love, who boafts that air divine. 

No vulgar Damon robs me of my refl:, 
lanthe liflens to no vulgar vow; 

A prince, from gods defeended, fires her bread ; 

A brilliant crown diflinguifhes his brow. 

What, fhall I dain the glories of my irade ? 

More clear, more lovely bright than Helper’s beam ? 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe ? 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid dream ? 

See through thefe veins the fapphire current fhine ! 

’Twas Jove’s own ne£lar gave th’ etherial hue ; 

Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 

* Difplay the lovely white* or match the blue f 


The 
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The painter ilrove to trace its azure ray ; 

He chang’d his colours, and in vain he Ilrove ; 
He frown’d — I fmiling view’d the faint effay ; 

Poor youth ! he little knevv it fiow’d from Jove. 
Pitying his toil, the wondrous truth I told ; 

Plow amorous Jove trepann’d a mortal fair ; 

How through the race the generous current roll’d. 
And mocks the poet’s ait, and painter’s care. 

Yes, from the gods, from earliek Saturn, fprung 
Our facred race ; through demigods, convey’d ; 
And he, ally’d to Phoebus, ever young. 

My god-like boy, muk wed their duteous maid. 
Oft when a mortal vow profanes my ears. 

My fire’s dread fury murmurs through the Iky ; 
And ihould I yield — his inftant rage appears. 

He darts ih’ up-lifted vengeance — and 1 die. 
Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll 1 

Have you not feen more horrid lightnings glare 1 
^Twas then a vulgar love enfnar’d my foul : 

’Twas then — I hardly fcap’d the fatal fnarc. 
’Twas then a peafant pour’d his amorous vow. 

All as I liften’d to his vulgar drain ; — 

Yet fuch Ms beauty — ^would my birth allow. 

Bear were the youth, and blifsful were the plain. 
But oh I 1 faint I why wades my vernal bloom. 

In fruitlefs fearchcs ever doom’d to rove h 
My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume. 

And I fhall die-^before I find my love. 


When 
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Wlien la£ I flept, metKought my ravifh’d eye. 

On dillant heaths his radiant form farvey’d ; 
Though night’s thick clouds encompafs’d all the Iky, 
The gems that bound Ms brow, dilpelPd the fhade. 

O how this bofom kindled at the fight ! 

Lecf by their beams I urg’d the pleafing chafe i 
Till, on a fudden, thefe with-held their light-^ 

All, all things envy the fublime embrace. 

But now no more— behind the diftant grove. 

Wanders my defiin’d youth, and chides my fiay; 
See, fee, he grafps the keel— forbear, my love— 
lanthe comes ; thy princefs halles away.” 

Scornful ftie fpoke, and heedlefs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o’er the plain ; 

The piteous vidim of an angry Iky I 
'' Ah me ! the vidim of her proud difdain ! 

ELEGY XVIL 

He indulges the fuggeftions of fpleen : 

An Elegy to the winds. 

-iEok, namque tibi divfim pater atque hominum rex 
’f* Et muicere dedit mentes & toHere vento.” 

Q T E R N monarch of the winds, admit my prayer I 
^ A while thy fury check, thy fiorm confine ! 

No trivial blafi: impells the palEve air ; 

/But brews a tempefi: in a breaft like mine. 

VoL. LIX. E 


What 
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What bands of black ideas ipread their wings I 
The peaceful regions of content invade ! 

With deadly poifon taint the crykal fprings I 
With noifoihe vapour blaft the verdant fhade I 
I know their leader, fpleen ; and dread the fway 
Of rigid Eurus, his detefted fire ; 

Through one my blolToms and my fruits decay ; 

Through one my pleafures and my hopes expire- 
Like fome pale ifripling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noontide beam, 

I Hand aghaft j and chill’d with fear furvey 
How far I’ve tempted life’s deceitful ftream I 

Where, by remorfe impell’d, repuls’d by fears. 

Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore f 
She flies the fad prefage of coming years. 

And forrowing dwells on pleafures now no more ! 

Again with patrons and with friends flie roves ; 

But friends and patrons never to return ! 

She fees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves. 

But fees them, weeping o’er Lucinda’s urm 
She vifits, liis I thy forfaken flream. 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeodan air ! 

She deems no flood refleds fo bright a beam. 

No reed fo verdant, and no flowers fo fair. 

She dreams beneath thy facred fhades were pea<^, 

‘^y bkys might ev^n the civil i:orm repel ; 

Reviews fhy focia! blifs, thy learned eafe. 

And vdth no chearfid accent cries, farewel ! 

Farewel, 
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f arewel, with whom to thefe retreats 1 flray’dl 
By youthful fports, by youthful toils ally’d! 

Joyous we fojourn’d in tliy circling fhade. 

And wept to find the paths of life divide^v 

Bhe paints the progrefs of my rival^s vow-; 

Seas every Mufe a partial ear incline; 

Binds with luxurian^t bays his favour’d brow. 

Nor yields the refufe of his wreath to mine* 

•She bids the flattering mirror, form’d to pleafe. 

Now blafi my hope, now vindicate delpair ; 

‘Bids mj fond verfe the love-fick parley ceafe ; 

Accufe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlefs vale. 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 

Alas I there echo will repeat the tale — 

Where fliall 1 find the filent feenes I love ? 

Fain would I mourn my lucklefs fate alone; 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire ; 

Away my friends ! my forrows are my own I 
Why fliould I breathe around my fick delire r 
Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains. 

Near fome fad ruin’s ghaftly fliade to dwell I 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains. 

And from the mouldering refufe, build my cell ! 
Genius of Rome ! thy profirate pomp difplay ! 

Trace every difmal proof of fortune’s power ; 

Let me the wreck of theatres lurvey. 

Or penlive fit beneath fome nodding tower, 

E« Or 
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Or where fome duft, by rolling feafons worn. 
Convey’d pure flreams to Rome’s imperial wall. 
Near the wide breach in filence let me mourn ; 

Or tune my dirges to the water’s fall. 

Genius of Carthage 1 paint thy ruin’d pride ; 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confufion ftre'wn; 
Let banifh’d Marius, lowering by thy fide. 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 

Ah no I thou monarch of the florins 1 forbear ! 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul ; 

And fcarce a pleafing twilight foothes my care. 

Ere one vail death like darknefs fhocks my foul* 
Forbear thy rage — on no perennial bafe 
Is built frail fear, or hope’s deceitful pile ; 

My pains are fled — my joy refumes its place. 

Should the fky brighten, or Melifla fmile. 

ELEGY XVIIL 

He repeats the fong of Collin, a difeermng 
fliepherd 5 lamenting the ftate of the woollen 
maiiufa 6 :ory. 

Ergo Omni Audio glaciem ventofque nivales. 

Quo minus efl illis curse mortalis egeflas, 

Avertes ; vidumque feres.” Virg. 

EAR Avon’s bank, on Arden’s flowery plain, 
A * tuneful fliepherd charm’d the lillenmg wave; 
And funny CotfoF fondly lov’d the flrain ; 

Yet not a garland crowns the fliepherd’s grave ! 

* Mr. Somervile. 

Oh! 
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Oh 1 loll Ophelia 1 fmoothlf flow’d the day. 

To feel his mufic with my flames agree I 
To talle the beauties of his melting lay. 

To take, and fancy it was dear to thee. 

When, for his tomb, with each revolving year, 

I Heal the mulk-rofe from the fcented brake, 

I drew my cowllips, and I pay my tear. 

I’ll add the myrtle for Ophelia’s fake. 

Shivering beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay. 

When death’s chill rigour feiz’d his flowing tongue ; 
The more I found his faultering notes decay. 

The more prophetic truth fublim’d the fong. 

Adieu my flocks, he faid ! my wonted care. 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore I 
May fomc more happy hand your fold prepare. 

And may you need your Collin’s crook no more ! 

And you, ye Ihepherds 1 lead my gentle flieep ; 

To breezy hills, or leafy flielters lead ; 

But if the Iky with Ihowers inceflant weep. 

Avoid the putrid moiflurc of the mead. 

Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath. 
Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend-^ 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 

The fruitlefs gift of an oificious friend ! 

Ah ! what avails the timorous lambs to guard. 
Though nightly cares, with daily labours, join ? 

If foreign floth obtain the rich reward. 

If Gallia’s craft the ponderous fleece purloin. 

E 3 Was 
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Was it for this, by conftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave ; 

For this I led them from the pointed thorn ? . 

For this I bath?d them in the lucid wave ? 

Ah heedlefs Albion I too benignly prone ^ 
Thy blood to laviih>, and thy wealth refign ! 

Shall every other virtue grace thy throne. 

But quick-ey’d prudence never yet be thine? 

From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 
Thou gav’ft the fhcep that browse Iberian plains: 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill. 

Their fleece adorns an haughty foe’s domains*. 

111 -fated flocks I from cliff to cliff they flray; 

Far from their dams their native guardians far I 
Where the foft fhepherd, all the livelong day, 
Chuunts his proud niiilreCs to his hoarfe guittar. 
But Albion’s youth her native fleece defpife ; 

Unmov’d they hear the pining fiiepherd’s moan 
In* fllky folds each nervous limb difguife. 

Allur’d by every treafure, but their own* 

Oft have I hurry ’d down the rocky keep, 

' Anxious, to fee the wintry tempefl: drive ; 
Preierve,. frdi I, prefer ve your fleece, my fliecp ! 

Ere long will PMIlis, will my love arrive. 

Ere long fhe came : ah 1 woe is me, fhe came I 
Rob’d in the Gallic loom’s extraaieous twine; 

For gifts like thefe they give their fpotlefs fame, 
Refign their bloom, their innocence refxgn. 


Wilf 
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Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known. 

Give the rich growth of Britifti hills to fame ? 

And let her charms, and her example, own 

That virtue’s drefs, and beauty’s are the fame f 

Will no fam’d chief fupport this generous maid ? 

Onc’b more the patriot’s arduous path refume I 
And, comely from his native plains array’d. 

Speak future glory to the BridHi loom } 

What power unfeen my ravilh’d fancy fires I 
I pierce the dreary fliade of future days ; 

Sure ’tis the genius of the land infpires. 

To breath my latefir breath in * * * praife. 

O might my breath for ^ ^ ’s praife fulEce, 

How gently fhould my dying limbs repofe ! 

O might his future glory blefs mine eyes. 

My raviih’d eyes I how calmly would they clofe I 

# * * ^as born to Ipread the general joy ; 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul’d ; 

Britons for Britain fhall the crook employ ; 

Britons for Britain’s glory fhear the fold.” 

ELEGY XIX, 

Written in fpring 1743. 

A GAIN the labouring hind inverts the foOj 
Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave t 
Another Ipring renews the foldier’s toil. 

And finds me vacant in the rural cave* 

E4 


As 
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As the foft lyre difplay’d my wonted loves. 

The peniive pleafure and the tender pain. 

The foidid Alphens hurry ’d through my groves ; 

Yet ftop’d to vent the dilates of difdain. 

He glanced contemptuous o’er my ruin’d fold ; 

He blam’d the graces of my favourite bower f 
My breaft, unfully’d by the lull of gold ; 

My time, unlavilh’d in purfuit of power, 
y es, Alphcus [ fly the purer paths of fate j 
Abjure thefe fcenes from venal paffions free; 

Know, in this grove, I vow’d perpetual hate. 

War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee. 

Here nobly zealous, in my youtliful hours^ 

1 drell an altar to Thalia’s name ; 

Here, as 1 crown’d the verdant fhrine with dowers,, 
Soft on my labours dole the fmiling dame. 

Damon, flie cry’d, if pleas’d with honed praife. 

Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong. 

Fly the falfe dictates of the venal race ; 

Fly the grofs accents of the venal tongue. 

Swear that no lucre lhall thy zeal betray ; 

Swerve not thy foot with fortmte’s votaries more ; 

■ Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day~ 
The winning phantom urg’d me, and I fwore. 

Forth from the rudic altar fwift I dray’d. 

Aid my firm purpofe, ye celcdial powers ! 

Aid me to quell the fordid bread, I faid ; 

And threw my javelin tow’rds their hodile towers*'. 

* A Roman ceremony in declaring war* 


Think 
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Think not regretful I furvey the deed 5 
Or added years no more the zeal allow; 

Still, ftill obfervant to the grove I fpeed. 

The fhrine embellifh, and repeat the vow. 

Sworn from his cradle Rome’s relentlefs foe, 

Sudi generous hate the Punic champion * bore; 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene I beheld it glow. 

And Cannse’s walls, and Trebia’s crimfon fhore* 
But let grave annals paint the warrior’s fame; 

Fair Ihine his arms in hiftory enroll’d; 

Whilft humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim. 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.— 

Now Punic pride its final eve furvey’d; 

Its hofis exhaufted, and its fieets on fire: 

Patient the vi(5lor’s lurid frown obey’d. 

And faw th’ unwilling elephants retire.^ 

But when their gold deprefs’d the yielding fcale. 
Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil’d. 

He faw th’ unutterable grief prevail; 

He faw their tears, and in his fury fmiPd. 

Think not, he cry’d, ye view the fmiles of eafe. 

Or diis firm breafi: difclaims a patriot’s pain ; 

I fmile, but from a foul efirang’d to peace. 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain I 
But were it cordial, this detefied fmile. 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye fhow ? 

O fons of Carthage 1 grant me to revile 
The fordid fource of your indecent woe I 


^ Hannibal. 
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Why weep ye now ! ye faw with tearlefs eye 
V/hen your fleet perifh’d on the Punic wave 5 
Where lurk’d the coward tear, the lazy figh. 

When Tyre’s imperial ftate commenc’d a flave ? 

^Tis paft— O Carthage I vanquifh’d ! honour’d fhade I 
Go, the mean forrows of thy fons deplore ; 

Plad freedom fhar’d the vow to fortune paid. 

She ne’er, like fortune, had forfook thy fliore.’^ 

He ceas’d— abafh’d the confcious audience hear; 

Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blufh unfold; 

Yet o’er that virtuous blufh diftreams a tear. 

And falling moiftens their abandon’d gold* 

ELEGY XX* 

He compares his humble fortune with the diftrefs 
of others; and his fubjediion to Delia, with 
the miferable fervitude of an African flave. 

"TT 7 H Y droops this heart, with fancy ’d woes 
^ ^ forlorn. 

Why finks my foul beneath each wintry Iky f 
What penfive crowds, by ceafelefs labours worn. 

What myriads, wifli to be as blefl as 1 1 

What though my roofs devoid of pomp arife. 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deftin’d way ? 

Nor coflly art my flowery dales difguife. 

Where only Ample friendihip deigns to ftray ? 

See 
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See tloe wild fons of Lapland’s cMll domain^ 

That fcoop tlicir couch beneath the drifted fnows ! 
How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 

Where the fharp call for ever, ever blows !' 

Slave though I be, to Delia’s eyes a flave, 

My*I)elia’s eyes endear the bands I wear; 

The ligh fhe caufes well becomes the brave. 

The pang Ihe caufes,., ’tis ev’n blifs to hear. 

See the poor native quit the Libyan Ihores, 

Ah ! not in love’s delightful fetters bound 1 
No radiant fmile his dying peace reffeores ; 

Nor love, nor fame, nor friendlkip, heals his wound. 
Let vacant bards dilplay their boafted woes,, 

Shall I the mockery of grief difplay ? 

No, let the Mufe his piercing pangs difclofe. 

Who bleeds and weeps Ms fum of life away* 

On the wild beach in mournful guife he flood. 

Ere the fhrill boatfwain gave the hated fign 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ; 

He floie one fecret moment, to repine* 

Yet the Mufe liften’d to the plaints he made; 

Such moving plaints as nature could infpire; 

To me the Mufe his tender plea* convey’d. 

But fmooth’d, and fuited to the founding lyre* 
if Why am I ravifh’d from my native flrand ? 

Whatfavage race protects tMs impious" gain ? 

Shall foreign plagues infefl this teeming land. 

And more than fea-bom monflers ^augh the main 

Here 
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Here the dire locufts horrid fwarxns prevail ^ 

Here the blue afps with livid poifon fwell ; 

Here the dry dipfa with his fmuous mail ; 

Can we not here fecure from envy dwell? 

When the grim lion urg’d his cruel chace. 

When the Hern panther fought his midnight pfey. 
What fate referv’d me for this chrihian race ? 

O race more polilh’d, more fevere than they ! 

Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateh cries ! 

Thou hungry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 

Ye fandy waftes, in rapid eddies rife ! 

O tear me from the whips and fcorns of men ! 

Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows j 

Are fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ? 

Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows. 

And ev’n religion dwells upon their tongue. 

Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes. 
Where gentle minds convey’d by death repair. 

But flain’d with blood, and crimfon’d o’er with crimes. 
Say, lhall they merit what they paint fo fair? 

No, carelefs, hopelefs of thofe fertile plains. 

Rich by bur toils, and by our forrows gay. 

They ply our labours, and enhance our pains. 

And feign thefe diflant regions to repay. 

Eot them our tulky elephant expires ; 

For them we drain the mine’s embowel’d gold; 
Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ?— 

Our limbs are purchas’d, and our Efe is fold ! 
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Yet 0 iores there, are, bleft fliores for us remain. 

And favour’d iiles with golden fruitage crown’d. 

Where tufted flowrets paint the verdant plain. 

Where every breeze lhall med’cine every wound. 

There the hern tyrant that embitters life 

Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his aiking hand; 

There fhall we view the billows raging ftrife. 

Aid the kind breah, and waft his boat to land.’^ 

ELEGY XXL 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement, 
he is led to meditate on the characler of the 
ancient Britons. Written at the time of a 
rumoured tax upon luxury, 174(5. 

^THUS Damon fung—What though unknown to 
praife 

Umbrageous coverts hide my Mufe and me ; 

Or ’mid the rural Ihepherds, flow my days. 

Amid the rural fliepherds, I am free. 

To view fleek vaflals crowd a flately hall. 

Say, fhould I grow myfelf a folemn Have ! 

To And thy tints, O Titian I grace my wall. 

Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave? 

Lord of my time my devious path I bend. 

Through fringy woodland, or fmooth-lhaven lawn ; 

Or penfile grove, or airy cliiF aicend, > i 

And hail the feene by nature’s pencil drawn. 

Thanits 
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Thanks be to fate — ^though nor the racy vine. 

Nor fattening olive cloath the fields I rove, 
SequeHer^d lhades, and gurgling founts are mine^ 
And every filvan grott the Mufes love. 

Here if my vifta point the mouldering pile. 

Where hood and cowl devotion^s afped wore^. 

1 trace the tottering rdiques with a fmile. 

To think the mental bondage is no more ! 

Pleas’d if the glowing landfcape wave with corn ; 

Or the tall oaks, my country’s bulwark, rife ; 
Pleas’d, if mine eye, o’er thoufand vallies borne, 
Bifcem the Cambria hills fupport the Ikies. 

.And fee Plinlimmon I ev’n the youthful fight 
Scales the proud hilPs etherial cliffs with pain I 
Such Caer-caradoc ! thy ftupendous height, 

Whofe ample fhade obfciires th’ lernian main. 

iBleak, joylefs regions 1 where, by fcience fir’d. 

Some prying fage his lonely ftep may bend^ 

There, by the love of novel plaints infpir’d. 

Invidious view the clambering goat® afcend. 

Yet for thofe mountains, clad withllliing fnow. 

The freeborn Briton left Ms gteeneJl mead. 
Receding Mien from his mightier foe. 

For here he faw fair liberty recede. 

Then if a chief perform’d a patriot’s part, 

Sufiain’d her drooping fons, repell’d her 
Above all Perfian luxe, or Attic art. 

The niie majeme morntmem arofe 

Pro- 
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FrogrelEve ages carolFd forth his fame; 

Sires, to his praife, attun'd their childrexx’s tongue; 

The hoary druid fed the generous flame. 

While in fuch ftrains the reverend vizard fung. 

Go forth, my fons !— for what is vital breath. 

Your gods expelFd, your liberty refign'd? 

Go forth, my fons I for what is inftant death 
To fouls fecure perennial joys to find ? 

Tor fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain. 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound; 

Where patriots, blefl with boundlefs freedom, reign. 
With mifletoe’s myfterious garlands crown'd. 

Such are the names that grace your myflic fongs ; 
Your folemn woods refound their martial fire ; 

To you, my fons, the ritual meed belongs. 

If in the caufe you vanquifh or expire. 

Hark 1 from the facred oak that crowns the groves. 
What aweful voice my raptur’d bofom warms ; 

This is the favour'd moment heaven approves, 

Sound the flirill trump; tliis inflant, found to arms.'* 

Theirs was the fcience of a martial race. 

To lhape the lance, or decorate the {hield; 

Ev'n the fair virgin ftain’d her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the t^ented field. 

Now, for fome cheek where guilty Muflies glow# 

For fome falfe Florhnel's impure dilguife. 

The lifted youth, nor war's loud fign^ know. 

Nor virtue’s call# xm fame’s imperial prize* 


Then 
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Then if foft concord lull’d their fears to deep. 

Inert and hlent flept the ‘manly car; 

Put rulh’d horrific o’er the fearful ileep;, 

If freedom’s awful clarion breath’d to war* 

Now the fleek courtier, indolent, and vain. 

Thron’d in the fplendid carriage glides fupines 

To taint his virtue with a foreign llain. 

Or at a favourite’s board his faith refign* 

Leave them, O luxury 1 this happy foil 1 
Chafe her, Britannia, to fome hoflile fhore ! 

Or * fleece the baneful pefl: with annual fpoil. 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more ! 

ELEGY XXIL 

"Written in the year , when the rights of 

fepulture were fo frequently violated. 

CAY, gentle fleep, that lov’fl the gloom of night. 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, fay. 

Whence my late vifion thus indures the light ; 

Thus haunts my fancy through the glare of day. 

The filent moon had fcal’d the vaulted fkies. 

And anxious care refign’d my limbs to refl ; 

A hidden luflre ftruck my wondering eyes. 

And Silvia flood before my couch confefl. 

Ah ! not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay. 

That led the dance beneath the feflive fliade I 

But fhe that, in the moniing of her day, 

Intomb’d beneath the grafs-green fod was laid, 

* Alludes to a tax upon luxury. 


No 
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No more her eyes their wonted radiance calt; 

No more her breall infpir^d the lover’s flame. 

No more her cheek the Paeftan rofe farpaft; 

Yet feem’d her lip’s etherial fmile the fame. 

Nor fuch her hair as deck’d her living face ; 

Not* fuch her voice as charm’d the liflening crowd; 
Nor fuch her drefs as heighten’d every grace ; 

Alas ! all vanifh’d for the mournful fliroud ! 

Yet feem’d her %’s etherial charm the fame; 

That dear diftinilion every doubt remov’d; 

Perifli the lover, whofe imperfect dame 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov’d. 

Damon, fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies; 

Oh I do not wafte It with a fruitlefs tear ! 

Though griev’d to fee thy Silvia’s pale difguife, 
Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 

So may thy Mufe with virtuous fame be blefl I 
So be thy love with mutual love repaid I 
So may thy bones in facred filence reft, 

Faft by the reliques of fome happier maid ! 

Thou know’ft, how lingering on a diftant fhofe 
Difeafe invidious nipt my flowery' prime; 

And oh ! what pangs my tender bofbm tore. 

To think I ne’er muft view my native clime ! 

No friend was near to raife my drooping head ; 

No dear companion wept to fee me die ; 

Lodge me within my native foil, X faid ; 

There my fond parents honour’d jreliques lie. 

VoL. LIX. F Though 
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Thougli now debarred of each domeflic tear; 

Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 

There many a friend lhall grace my woeful bier. 
And many a fjgh jlhall rife, and tear fhall how. 

I fpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil; 

Some vernal mourner lent his carelefs aid; ^ 

Aiid foon they bore me to my native foil. 

Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 
’Twas then the youths, from every plain and grove. 
Adorn’d with mournful verfe thy Silvia’s bier; 
^Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove. 
And drew’d the fragrance of the youthful year* 
But why, alas ! the tender feene dxiplay ? 

Could Damon’s foot the pious path decline 
Ah no ! ’twas Damon Bril attun’d his lay. 

And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 

Thus was I bofom’d in the peaceful grave ; 

My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom; 

When favage robbers every fanftion brave. 

And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb ! 

Shall my poor corfe, from liokile realms convey’d, 
Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ? 

Or, in mj kindred’s dear embraces laid. 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ? 

Say, would thy breaft no death-like torture ^el. 

To fee my Hmbs the felon’s gri^e obey ? 

To fee them galh’d beneath the daring fleel ? 

. To crowds a fpedre, and to dogs a prey ? 


If 
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If Plan’s fons tliefe iioi-nd rites require, 

If health^s fair fdence be by thefe refin’d^ 

Let guilty convicts, for tbeir ufe, expire; 

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind. 

Yet hard it feems, when guilt’s lall £ne is paid> 

To f^e the vidim’s corfe deny’d repofe 1 
Now, more fevere 1 the poor offencelefs maid 
Dreads the dire^ outrage of inhuman foes. 

Where is the faith of ancient pagans fed f 

Where the fond care the wandering manes claim ? 
Nature, inlHn<9:ive> cries, Proted the dead. 

And facred be their alhes, and their fame : 

Arife, dear youth 1 ev’n now the danger calls^; 

Ev’n now the villain fnuffs his wonted prey ; 

See 1 fee 1 I lead thee to yon’ facred walls — 

Oh I fly to chafe thefe human wolves away.’^ 

ELEGY XXIIL 

Refledlions fuggefted by his fituation* 

T> ORN near the feene for Kenelm’s fate renown’d 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the groves 
And raife my lay, and bid the rocks r^foqnd 
The favage force of empire, and of love. 

Fall by the centre of yon’ various wdd. 

Where fpreading oaks embower a Gothic fane;* 
Kendrida’s arts a brother’s youth beguil’d ; 

There nature urg’d, her tendered pleas in vain. 

F 2 Soft 



6S" SEEN ST ONE’S POEMS. 

"Soft o’er Ms birth, and o’er Ms infant hours, 

Th’ ambitious maid could every care employ ; 

Then withaffiduous fondnefs cropt the flowers. 

To deck the cradle of the princely boy ? 

But foon the bofom’s pleafing calm is flown; 

Love fires her bread ; the faltry paffions rife«s; 

A favour’d lover feeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rival’s eyes. 

How kind were fortune, ah 1 how jud were fate^ 
Would fate or fortune Mercia’s heir remove I 
How fweet to revel on the couch of date I 
‘To crown at once her lover and her love I 
See, garnifh’d for the chace, the fraudful maid 
To thefe lone hills direfl his devious way ; 

The youth all prone the fider guide obey’d. 

Ill-fated youth I himlelf the dedin’d prey. 

But now, nor fhaggy MU, nor pathlefs plain. 

Forms the lone refuge of the fylvan game; 

Since Lyttelton has crown’d the fweet domain 
With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fame* 

Where the rough bowman urg’d his headlong deed. 
Immortal bards, a polifh’d race, retire ; 

And where hoarfe fcream’d the drepent horn, fucceed 
The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 

See Thomfon loitering near fbme limpid well. 

For BritMn’s friend the verdant wreath prepare ! 

Or, dudious of revolving feafons, tell. 

How peerlefs Lucia made aU feafons fair ! 

See 
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^ # # # # civic garlands fly. 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 

Or from yon’ fummit, with, a guardian’s eye, 

Obferve how freedom’s hand attires the plain I 
Bere Pope I ah never muft that towering mind 
To ffis lov’d haunts, or dearer friend, return ? 

What art ! what friendfliips ! oh ! what fame reflgn’d ! 

— In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn* 

Where is the breafl: can rage or hate retain. 

And thefe glad flreams and* fmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the bread can hear the woodland drain. 

And think fair fieedom well exchang’d for gold ? 
Through thefe foft lhades delighted let me dray,, 
Willie o’er my head forgotten funs defeend 1 
Through thefe dear valleys bend my cafual way,, 

Till fetting life a total ihade extend ! 

Here far from courts, and void of pompous^ cares,. 

I ’ll mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate : 

Or flirink to find, how much ambition dares,. 

, To ihine in anguifli, and to grieve im flate ! 

Cand thau, O fun ! that Ipotlefs throne difclofe. 

Where her bold arm has left no fanguine dain ? 
Where, fliew me wJietOx the lineal feeptre glows^ 

Purp, as the, Ample crook, that 3 :ules the plain 
Tremendous pomp 1 where hate,, didrud, andTear^ 

In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie; 

There not the parent fmile is half flneerep; 

Nor void of art the confort’s melting eye*. 

E S. ■ 


Thera 
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There with the friendly wilh, the kindly flame. 

No face is biighten’d, and no bofoms beat; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim. 

And ev’n the beardlefs lip aflays deceit. 

There coward rumours walk their murderous round;. 

The glance, that more than rural blame inltills; 
Whifpers, that ting’d with friendfliip doubly wound,., 
Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 

Their anger whets, but love can ne’er engage 
CareiTmg brothers part but to revile; 

There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wife,. 

To dread the fatal flroke of all that fmile. 

There all her rivals I fliler, fon,, and fxre,. 

y/ith horrid purpofe hug deflrudive arms ; 

There foft-ey’d maids in murderous plots conipire,. 

And fcorn the gentler mifchief of their charms. 

Let fervile minds one endlefs watch endure; 

Day, night, nor hour, tlieir anxious guard reflgn; 
But lay me, fate ! on flowery banks, fecure. 

Though my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupine.. 
Yes, may my tongue difdain a vaflal’s care; 

My lyre refound no proflituted lay ; 

More warm to merit, more elate to wear . 

, cap of freedom, than the crown of bay. 

%oo&’d by the murmurs of my pebbled flood,, 
i wiih it not o’er golden fands to flow ; 

Chear^d by the verdure of my fpiral wood, 

I fcorn the gharry, where no thriib ciah grow. 

No* 
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No midnight pangs the fliepherd’s peace purfue ; 

His tongue> his hand, attempts no fecret wound ; 

He lings his Delia, and if Ihe be true. 

His love at once, and Ms ambition ’s crown’d. 

ELEGY XXIV. 

He takes occafion, from the fate of El e an on of 
Bretagne, to fuggeft the imperfedi; pleafures 
of a folitary life. 

HEN beauty mourns, by fate’s injurious doom,, 
^ ^ Hid from the chearful glance of human eye ; 

When nature’s pride Liglorious waits the tomb. 

Hard is that heart which checks the riling iigh. 

Fair Eleonora 1 would no gallant mind. 

The caufe of love, the caufe of jultice own? 

"Matchiefs thy charms, and was no life relign’d 
To fee them fparkle from their native throne ? 

Or had fair freedom’s hand unveil’d thy charms. 

Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign ; 

Thy radiant mien might fcorn the guilt of arms, 
y et Albion’s awful empire yield to thine. 

O lhame of Britons ! in one Mien tower 
She wet with royal tears her daily cel! ; 

She found keen angui& every rofe devour ; 

They fprung, they Mone, they faded, and they fell. 

E 4. ‘Through 
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Through one dim lattice fring’d with ivy round, 
Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw ; 

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown’d. 

To mark how fail her waning beauty flew. 

This, age might bear ; then fated fancy palls. 

Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply 
Fond youth inceflant mourns, if rigid walls 
Rellrain its liftening ear,, its curious eye. 

Believe me, * * * the pretence is vain I 
This boafled calm that fmooths our early days,, 

For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 
Th’ alternate pant for pleafure and for praife. 

Ev’n me, by lhady oak or limpid fpring, 

Ev’n me, the fcenes of polifh’d life allure ; 

Some genius whifpers, Life is on the wing. 

And hard his lot that languilhes obfcure. 

What though thy rtper mind admire no more — 

The Alining cincture, and the brOider’d fold. 

Can pierce like lightning through the figur’d ore. 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 

Furs, ermins,, rods, may well attradl thy fcorn; 

The futile prefents of capricious power 1 
But wit, but worth, the public fphere adorn. 

And' who hut envies then the focial hour ? 

Can .virtue, carelefs of her pupil’s meed, 

’ Forget how * * * fiifiains the Ihepherd’s caufe f 
Content in flmdes to tune a lonely reed. 

Nor join the founding paean of applaufe?. 

For 
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For public haunts, impelFd by Britain’s weal. 

See Grenville quit the Mufe’s favourite eafej. 

And ihali not fwains admire Ms noble zeal ? 

Admiring praife, admiring Mve to pleafe ? 

Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs iincere ; 

And courts and cells in vain our hopes renew : 

But ah 1 where Grenville charms the liifening ear, - 
’Tis hard to think the chearlefs maxim true. 

The groves may fmile ; the rivers gently glide ; 

Soft through the vale refound the lonefome lay. 

Ev’n thickets yield delight, if tafte prefide ; 

But can they pleafe, when Lyttelton’s away ? 

Pure as the fwain’s the breaft of * * ^ glows. 

Ah I were the fhepherd’s phrafe, like his, refiMd I 
But, how improv’d the generous didate flows 
Through the clear medium of a polifh’d mind ! 
Happy the youths who, warm with Britain’s love,. 

Her inmoft wifh in * * * ’s periods hear I 
Happy that in the radiant circle move. 

Attendant orbs, where Lonfdale gilds the fphere t 

While rural faith, and every polifh’d art, . 

Each friendly charm, in * * confpire. 

From pubEc feenes all penfive muE you part ; 

All joylefs to the greeneft fields rehre ! 

Go, plaintive youth. I no more by fount or fiream,. 
Like feme lone halcyon,* focial gleafure fhun 
Go dare the Eght, enjoy its chearful beam. 

And hail the bright proceilion of the fun. 

Theft 
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Then cover’d by thy ripen’d fhades, refume 
The fiient walk; no more by paffion toE : 

Then feek thy ruftic haunts j the dreary gloom. 
Where every art, that colours life, is ioE,”-— . 

In vain 1 the likening Mufe attends in vain ! 

Rekraints in hokile bands her motions wait — r 

Yet will I grieve, and faddeii all my krain. 

When injur’d beauty mourns the Mufe’s fate* 

ELEGY XXV* 

To Delia, with fome flowers; complaining how 
much his benevolence fuflers on account of his 
humble fortune*. 

“ir^Hate’er could fculpture’s curious art employ, 

^ ^ Whate’er the lavilh hand of wealth can fhower^. 

Thefe would I give — and every gift enjoy. 

That pleas’d my fair — but fate denies the power* 

Blek were my lot to feed the focial fires ! 

To learn the latent wikies of a friend 1 

To give the boon his* native take admires. 

And, for my tranfport, on his fmile depend ! 

Heft too is he, whofe evening ramble ftrays. 

Where droop the fons of indigence and care 1 

Mis little gifts their gladden’d eyes amaze. 

And win,, at finall expence, their fondeft prayer ! 

And* 
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And oh the joy I to fhun the confcious lights 
To fpare the rnodefl blufh ; to give unfeen ! 

Like fhowers that fall behind the veil of night. 

Yet deeply tinge the fmiling vales with green. 
Bat happieft they, who drooping realms relieve I 
\Vhofe virtue in our cultur’d vales appear 1 
B'or whofe fad fate a thoafand Ihepherd’s grieve. 
And fading fields allow the grief iincere. 

To call lofi worth from its opprejOlve fhade ; 

To fix its equal fphere, and fee it ihine ; 

To hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 

Tills, this is tranfport — but mud ne’er be mine.. 

Faint is my bounded blifs ; nor I refufe 
To range where daizies open, rivers roll ; 

While profe or fong the languid hours amufe. 

And footh the fond impatience of my foul. 

A while rii weave the roofs of jafmine bowers. 
And- urge with trivial Cares the loiterings year 
A while 111 prune my grove, .protedl my flowers. 
Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier I 

Of thofe lov’d flowers the lifelefs corfe may flxare;. 

Some hireling hand a fading wreath beflow ; 

The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair,. 

As when their mafter fmil’d to fee them glow.. 
The fequent morn fiiaH wake the fylvan quire } 

The kid again fliall wanton ere ’tis noon; 

. Nature will fmiie, will wear her beft attire, 

O I let not gentle IkEa fmik & foon I 





7d SHENSTONE’S POEMS» 

While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away. 

And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim. 

Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth o’erpay ; 

And, fpftiy hghing, vindicate my fame.— 

O Delia I cheat’d by thy fuperior praife, 

1 blefs the filent path the fates decree ; 

Pleas’d, from the lid: of my inglorious days. 

To raife the moments crown’d with blifs and thee.* 

ELEGY XXVI. 

Defcribing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on. 
the melancholy event of a HcentiouS' amour. 

“t T tHY mourns my* friend! why weeps his down- 
^ ^ cad eye I 

That eye where mirth, where fancy us’d to ihine t 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh ; 

Spring ne’er enamel’d fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg’d in fortune’s warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form’d by nature’s partial care ? 

Bled in thy fong, and bled in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 

Damon, faid he, thy partial praife redrain ; 

Not Damon’s friendChip can my peace redore ; 

Alas ! Ms very praife awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded bolbm Meeds the more^ 

for oh ! that nature on my birth had frown’d. 

Or fortune fix’d me tofbme lowly c# ; 

Tlieh had my bofom ’fcap’d this fatal wound. 

Nor had I bid thefe vernal fweets, fareweh 


But 
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Eut led by fortune’s hand, her darling child. 

My youth her vain licentious bhfs admir’d; 

III fortune’s train the f/ren flattery foxil’d. 

And raflily hallow’d all her queen inlpir’d. 

Of folly fluclious, ev’n of vices vain. 

Ah? vices ! gilded by the rich and gay! 

I chas’d the guilelefs daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chafe, till Jefly was my prey^ 

Poor artlefs maid ! to flain thy ipotlefs name. 

Expence, and art, and toil, united drove ; 

To lure a breafl: that felt the pured flame, 

Sudain’d by virtue, but betray’d by love* 

School’d in the fcience of love’s mazy wiles, 

I cloath’d each feature with adeded fcorn; 

I fpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle imiles. 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 

Then, while the fancy ’d rage alarm’d her care. 

Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove ; 

I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear. 

And feiz’d the minute of returning love. 

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the red ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 

Aflur’d that virtue, by misfortune pred. 

Feels not the diarpnefs of a pang like mine. 

.Nine envious moons matur’d her growing ihame 
Ere-while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 

When, fcorn’d of virtue, digmatiz’d by fame. 

Low at my feet delponding J dSy lay, 

Henry» 
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Henry, fhe faid, by tky dear form fubdued* 

See the fad reliques of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this rihng fob renew’d : 

I figh in fhades, and hcken at the fun. 

Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry. 

When will the morn’s once pieafing fcenes remrn r 
y et what can morn’s returning ray fupply. 

But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn '! 

Alas I no more that joyous morn appears 
That led the tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame; 

For I have fleep’d a father’s couch in tears, 

And ting’d a mother’s glowing cheek with fhame- 

The vocal birds that raife their matin flrain. 

The fportive lamps, increafe my penhve moan.; 
All fecm to chafe me from the chearful plain. 

And talk of truth and innocence alone. 

If through the garden’s Bowery tribes I Bray, 
Where bloom the jafmines that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, they fay. 

For we are fpotlefs, Jeily ; we are pure. 

Ye Bowers! that well reproach a nymph fo frail; 

Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare i 
The brighteil bud that fcents the vernal gale 
Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair. 

,Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 

And all my feme’s abhorr’d contagion flee ; 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue. 

That bids the mom propitious fmile on me^ 


'Thus 
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Thus for your fake I ihun each human eye ; 

I bid the fweets of blooming youth adieu; 

To die I languiih, but I dread to die. 

Led my fad fate fhould ncuriih pangs for you. 

Raife me from earth ; the pains of want remove. 

And let me filent feek fome friendly fhore ; 

There only, banifh’d from the form I love. 

My weeping virtue fhall relapfe no more. 

Be but my friend ; I aik no dearer name ; 

Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair ; 

Nor could it heal my peace, or chafe my lhame. 

That pity gave, what love refus’d to lhare. 

Force not my tongue to aik its fcanty bread ; 

Nor hurl thy Jeify to the vulgar crew ; 

Not fuch the parent’s board at which I fed ! 

Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 

Haply, when age has filver’d o’er my hair. 

Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil ; 

Envy may flight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity, welcome, to my native foil.’* 

She fpoke — nor was I born of favage race; 

Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon ailign ; 
Grateful ihe clafp’d me in a lad embrace. 

And vow’d to wade her life in prayers for mine. 

I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend ; 

I faw her bread with every paiTion heave ; 

I left her— tom from every earthly friend; 

Oh ! mj hard bofom, which could bear to leave ! 

Brief 
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Brief let me be ; the fatal ftorm arofe ; 

The billows rag’d, the pilot’s art was vain; 
O’er the tall maft the circling furges clofe ; 

My Jeffy— floats upon the watery plain ! 

And fee my youth’s impetuous fires decay ; 

Seek not to flop reflexion’s bitter tear; 

But warn the frolic, and inflruX the gay, 

Erom Jefly floating on her watery bier ! 


ODES. 
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ODES, SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 

RURAL ELEGANCE. 

All ( 3 DE to the late Duchefs of Somerset,. 
Written 1750. 

1 ^¥ 7 HILE orient Ikies reftore the day> 

^ ^ And dew-drops catch the lucid ray ; 

Amid the fprightly fcenes of morn> 

M^iil aught the Mufe infpire i 
Oh 1 Peace to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the facred lyre t 

Ye rural thanes that o’er the molTy down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue; 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 

Say, does Ihe fmooth her lawns for you ? 

For you does echo bid the rocks reply. 

And urg’d by rude conflraint refound the jovial cry ? 

See from the neighbouring hhl, forlorn 
The wretched Twain your fport furvey 9 
He finds his faithful fences torn. 

He finds his labour’d crops a prey ; 

He fees his flock^ — ^no more in circles feed; 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 

And with no random curfes loads the deed. 

You LIX. G Mat 
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Nor yet> ye fwains, conclude 
That nature fmiles for you alone ; 

Your bounded fouIS;, and your conceptions crude* 

The proud, the felfifh boafl difown : 

Yours be the produce of the foil: 

P may it Ml reward your toil I 
Nor ever the defencelefs train 
•Of clinging infants afk fupport in vain ? 

But though the various harvell gild your plains^ 
Does the mere landfcape feaH your eye I 
Or the warm hope of diftant gains 
Far other caufe of glee fupply ? 

Is not the red»ftreak’s future juice 
The fource of your delight profound. 

Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe. 

Purpling a whole horizon round ? 

Athirfl: ye praife the limpid hr earn, His true : 

But though, the pebbled Ihores among. 

It mimic no unpleaimg fong. 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 

Unpleas’d ye fee the thickets bloom. 

Unpleas’d the fpring her flowery robe refume ; 
Unmov’d the mountain’s airy pile. 

The dappled mead without a fmile. 

O let a rural confeious Mufe, 

For well flie jenows, your froward fenfe accufe: 
Forth to the folemn oak you bring the fquare. 

And fpan the mafly trunk, before you cry, ’us fair. 

Nor 



,0 D E S, SONGS, 


% 


'Nor yet ye learned, nor yet ye courtly traii^^ 

If haply from* your haunts ye ftray 
To wafle with us a fummer’s day. 

Exclude the tafle of every fwain. 

Nor our untutor’d fenfe dilHain : 

^®Tis nature only gives excluiive right 
To relifh her fupreme delight ; 

She, where ihe pleafes kind or coy, 

"Who furnifhes thefcene, and forms, us to enjoy® 

Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 

,By her aufpicious aid refin’d; 

Lo I not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 

Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 

Or valley winds, or fountain flows. 

Or purple heath is ting’d in vain : 

For fuch the rivers dafh the foaming tides. 

The mountain fwells, the dale fubfides ; 

Ev’n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering fight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with delights 

With what fufpicious fearful care 
The fordid wretch fecures his claim. 

If haply fome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear Hs name ! 
What fcruples left fome future birth 
'Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 

Bonds, contrads,- feoffments, names unmeet for profe. 
The towering Mufe endures not to dafclofe; 

Alas I her unrevers’d decree. 

More comprehenfive and more free. 

Her lavifh charter, tafte, appropriates all we fee# 
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Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the folenm day enroll’d. 

When, to confirm his lofty pica. 

In nuptial fort, with bridal gold. 

The grave Venetian weds the fea: 

Each laughing Mufe derides the vow 5 
Ev’n Adria fcorns the mock embrace. 

To fome lone hermit on the mountain’s brow. 
Allotted, from his natal hour. 

With all her myrtle fliores in dower. 

His breaft to admiration prone 
Enjoys the fmile upon her face. 

Enjoys triumphant every grace. 

And finds her more his own. 

Fatigu’d with form’s oppreflive laws. 

When Somerfet avoids the great; 

When, cloy’d with merited applaufe. 

She fceks the rural calm retreat ; 

Poes fhe not praife each molfy cell. 

And feel the truth my numbers tell ? 

When deafen’d by the loud acclaim. 

Which genius grac’d with rank obtains. 

Could Ihe not more delighted hear 
Yon throftle chaunt the rifing year ? 

Could Ihe not fpurn the wreaths of fame. 

To crop the primrofe of the plains f 
Does fhe not fweets in each fair valley find. 

Loft to the fons of power, unknown to half mankind f 

Ah, can ihe covet there to fee 
The fplendid flaves, the reptile race. 


That 
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That oil the tongue, and bow the knee,. 

That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 

Far happier,, if aright I deem. 

When, from gay. throngs, and gilded fpires> 

To where the lonely halcyons play. 

Her philofophic ftep retires : 

While, ftudious of the moral theme,. 

She, to fome fmooth fequeflerM flream 
Likens the fwain’s inglorious day; 

Pleas’d from the flowery margin to furvey. 

How cool, ferene, and clear, the current glides away*. 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind. 

Who flight the fweetlypenflve mind I 
On whofe fair birth the Graces mild. 

And every Mufe prophetic fmil’d. 

Not that the poet’s boafted fire 

Should fame’s wide-echoing trumpet fwell; 

Or, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell ; 

The vaunted fweets of praife remove,. 

Y et fliall fuch bofoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart; 

Yet thefe the fpirits, form’d to judge and prove 
All nature’s charms immenfe, and heaven’s unbound- 
ed love* 

And oh 1 the tranlport, mofl: ally’d to fong,. 

In fome fair villa’s peaceful bound. 

To catch foft hints from nature *^8 tongue> 

And bid Arcadia bloom around : 


Whether 
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Whether we fringe the Hoping hill. 

Or fmoothe below the verdant mead;. 

Whether we break the falling rill. 

Or through meandering mazes lead; 

Or in the horrid bramble’s room, 

Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom-; 

Or let foxne fhelter’d lake ferene 
HefleQ: flowers, woods and fpircs, and brighten al' 
the fcene» 

O fweet difpofal of the rural hour ! 

O beauties never known to cloy 1 
While worth and genius haunt the favour’d bower^ , 
And every gentle breafl: partakes the joy I 
While charity at eve furveys the fwain^ . 

Enabled by thefe toils to cheat 
A train -of helplefs infants dear, 

Speed whiltling home acrofs the plain ; > 

See vagrant liucury, her hand-maid grown. 

For half her gracelefs deeds atone. 

And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with her, 
own* 

Why brand thefe pkafures with the name 
Of foft, unfocial toils, of indolence and fliame ? 
Search. but the garden, or the wood. 

Let yon admir’d carnation own. 

Not all was meant for raiment, or for food, , 

Not all for needful ufe alone ; 

There while the feeds offuture bloflbms dwell, 

*Tis colour’d for the light, perfum’d to pleafe the fmelh 

Why 
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: Why knows the nightingale to ling ? 

Why flows the pine’s nedarcous juice ? 
Why fliines with paint the linnet’s wing ? 

For fuflenance alone ? For ufe ? 

For prefervation ? Every fphere 
Shall bid fair pleafure’s rightful claim appear. 
And. fare there feem, of human kind. 

Some born to fhun the folemn flrife ; 

Some for amuflve talks defign’d. 

To foothe thej certain ills of life ; 

Grace its lone vales with many a budding r'ofe,. 
New founts of blifs difeiofe. 

Call forth refrefliing fhadcs, and decorate repofe.* 

From plains and woodlands ; from the view 
Of rural nature’s blooming face, 

Smit by the glare of rank and place. 

To courts the fons of fancy flew ; 

There long had art ordain’d a rival feat ; 

There had fhe lavilh’d all her care 
To form a feene more dazzling fair. 

And call’d, them from their green retreat 
To fhare her proud control ; 

Had given the robe with grace to flow,,, 

Had taught exotic gems to glow 5 
And, emulous of nature’s power,. 
Mimick’d the plume, the leaf, the flower; 
Chang’d the complexion’s native hue. 
Moulded each ruflic limb anew,. 

And- warp’d the very foul. 

G4^ 


while 
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A wHle lier magic ffcrikes the novel eye, 

A while the fairy forms delight ; 

And now aloof we feem to fly 
On purple pinions through a purer Iky, 

Where all is wondrous, all is bright : 

Now landed on fome fpangled fliore 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 
By fapphire lakes, through emerald groves. 
Paternal acres pleafe no more ; 

Adieu the Ample, the lincere delight— 

Th’ habitual feene of hill and dale. 

The rural herds, the vernal gale, 

The tangled vetch’s purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean’s perfume. 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil. 

And drink the cup of thirft, and eat the bread of toil» 

But fooii the pageant fades away ! 

’Tis nature only bears perpetual fway.. 

We pierce the counterfeit delight. 

Fatigued with fplendor’s irkfome beams. 

Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves and wonted fireams. 

Pants for the feenes that charm’d her youthful eyes> 
Where truth maintains her court, andbanifhesdifguife<. 

Then hither oft„ ye fenators,, retire,. 

With nature here high converfe hold ; 

For who like Stamford her delights admire,, 

Like Stamford fliall with fcorn behold 
Th’ une<iual bribes of pageantry and gold; 

Eeneatfe 
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Beneath the Britilh oak’s mageftic ihade,. 

Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, 

Friendfhip in artlefs guife array’d. 

Honour and moral beauty ihine 
With more attradive charms, with radiance more 
, divine^ 

Yes, here alone did highefE heaven ordain 
The laiHng magazine of charms,. 

Whatever wins, whatever warms. 

Whatever fancy feeks to fhare 
The great, the various, and the fair. 

For ever fnould remain ! 

Her impulfe nothing may reiirain— 

Or whence the joy ’mid columns, towers,. 

’Midi! ail the city’s artful trim. 

To rear fome breathlefs vapid flowers 
Or flirubs fuliginoufly grim: 

From rooms of filken foliage vain,^ 

To trace the dun far diftant grove. 

Where, fmit with undiflembled pain. 

The wood-lark mourns her abfent love. 

Borne to the dufly town from native air. 

To mimic rural life, and foothe fome vapour’d 

But how mufl: faithlels art prevail,^ 

Should all who tafte our joy flncere,. 

To virtue, truth, or fcience dear. 

Forego a court’s alluring pale. 

For dimpled brook and leafy grove. 

For that rich luxury of thought they love ! 

Ah 
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Ah nO;, from thefe the public fphcre requires 
Examples for its giddy bands : 

From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To fpread the flame itfelf infpires ; 

To flft opinions mingled mafs, 

Imprefs a nation's tafte, and bid the flerling pafs. 

Happy, thrice happy they, 

Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary ihone 
Round the gay precinds of a throne,. 

With mild eifedive beams 1 
Who bands of fair ideas bring. 

By folemn grot, or ihady fpring,, 

To join their pleaflng dreams 1 
Theirs is the rural blifs without alloy,. 

They only that deferve,. enjoy. 

What though nor fabled dryad haunt their grove,,, 
Nor naiad near their fountain rove. 

Yet all embody'd to the mental fight, 

A train of fmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wife retreat allow. 

Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer’s 
brow- 

'And though. by faithlefs friends alarmM, 

Art have with nature wag’d prefumptuous war;-. 
By Seymour’s winning influence charm’d. 

In whom their gifts united Ihine,, 

No longer ihall their counfels jar*. 

^is her to mediate the peace ; 


Near?' 
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Near Percy4odge, with, awe-jftruck mien,. 
The rebel feeks her lawful queen. 

And ha\'Ock and contention ccafe. 

1 fee the rit'-al powers combine, , 

And aid each other’s fair delign ; 

Nat^ire exalt the mound where art ihall build’; 

Art Hiape the gay alcove, while nature paints the- 
hell 

Begin, ye {bngHers of the grove V 
O warble forth your nobleil: lay ; 

Where Somerfet vouchfafes to rove,, 

Y e leverets, freely Iport and play. 

— Peace to the flrepent horn 1 
Let no harfh difonance difturb the morn,* 

No founds inelegant and rude 
Her facred folitudes profane I 
Unlefs her candour not exclude 
The lowly Ihepherd’s votive ftrain. 

Who tunes his reed arnidii his rural chear, 
learful, yet not averfe, that Somerfet fhould heaiv* 

ODE to MEMORY. 174?. 

Memory 1 celeMal maid! 

^ Wiio glean’d the flowerets cropt By time;;.; 

And, fuflering, not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv’fl: the bloflbms .of our prime ; 

Brmg, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When Efe was new, and Leftiahind*. 

■ Ays 



92 SHENSTONE^S POEMS. 

And bring that garland to my fight. 

With, which my favour’d crook fhe bound ; 
And bring that wreath of rofes bright 
Which then my feftive temples crown’d ; 
And to my raptur’d ear convey 
The gentle things fhe deign’d to fay. 

And fketch with care the Mufe’s bower. 

Where Ifis rolls her filver tide ; 

Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That fhines on Cherwell’s verdant fide 
If fo thou may’fi: thofe hours prolong, 

Wlien polifh’d Lycon join’d my fong. 

The fong it ’vails not to recite — 

But fure, to foothe our youthful dreams, 
Thofe banks and fireams appear’d more bright 
Than other banks, than other fireams : 

Or, by thy foftening pencil fhewn, 

AiTume thy beauties not their own ? 

And paint that fweetly vacant fcene. 

When, all beneath the poplar bough,. 

My fpirits light, my foul ferene, 

I breath’d in verfe one cordial vow t 
That nothing fhould my foul infph-e. 

But friendihip warm, and love entire*. 

Dull to the fenfe of new delight. 

On thee the drooping Mufe attends ; 

As fame fond lover, robb’d of fight. 

On thy expreffive power depends 
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Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 

To live the lord of all that Ihines* 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 
Which at ambition’s ftirine I made ; 

Nor ever let thy Ikill difpky 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid : 

Oh 1 from my breaft that feafon rafe. 

And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobby I beftrode ; 

When, pleas’d in many a fportive ring. 
Around the room 1 jovial rode ; 

Ev’n let me bid my lyre adieu. 

And bring the whilHe that I blew. 

Then will I mufe, and penlive fay. 
Why did not thefe enjoyments lafl ; 

How fweetly wafted I the day. 

While innocence allow’d to wafte ! 

Ambition’s toils alike are vain. 

But ah 1 for pleafure yield us pain. 


The Princess ELIZABETH; 


A Ballad alluding to a ftory recorded of her^ 
whenflie was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554. 


XliT ILL you hear how once repimug 
^ ^ Great Eliza captive lay f 
Each ambitious thought refigning, 

Eoe to riches, pomp, andfway. 


While 
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While the nymphs and fwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride ; 

Envying joys by others flighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry’d. 

Bred on plains, or born in valHes, 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu? 

^ Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 

.Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfure never taught to bear : 

Xove is all the fhepherd’s pleafure,; 

. ' Love is all the damfePs care. 

,How can they of humble flation 
Vainly blkme the powers above ^ 

«.Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe retrain.; 
Truell, noblefl gifts of heaven I 
Only pureft on the plain 1 

Peers can no fuch charms difcover. 

All in flars and garters dreft. 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his brea^* 

Pinks and rofes in profuiion. 

Said to fade when Chloe’s near? 

*Fops may ufe the fame allufion ; 

But the fhepherd is fincere* 


Hark 
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Hark to yonder milk-maid linging 
Ckearly o’er the brimming pail,; 

Cowflips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo fprightly, look fo fair; 

Never break with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo void of care. 

Would indulgent heaven had granted 
Me fome rural damfePs part i 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my Ihepherd’s heart. 

Then, with him, o’er hills and mountains, 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 

Fearlefs take the crykal fountains ; 

Peaceful keep beneath the grove. 

Rukics had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy’d me when living; 

None had triumph’d o’er my tomb.” 

O D E to a young LADY, 

.Somewhat too folicitous about her manner of 
exprelEon. 

^URVEY, my fair! that lucid kream, 

^ Adown the fmiling valley kray; 

Would art attempt, or fancy dream. 

To regulate its mnding way ? 


So 
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So pleas’d I view thy fliining hair 
In loofe difhevel’d ringlets flow ; 

Not all^hy art, not all thy care. 

Can there one hngie grace beftow. 

Survey again that verdant hill. 

With native plants enamePd o’er ; 

Say, can the painter’s utmoll ikill 
Infoud one flower to pleafe us more ? 

As vain it were, with artful dye. 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe ; 

And oh may Laura, ere fhe try. 

With frefli vermilion paint the rofe. 

Llark how the wood-lark’s tuneful throat 
Can every fludy’d grace excel ; 

Let art conftrain the rambling note. 

And will flie, Laura^ pleafe fo well ? 

Oh ever keep thy native eafe. 

By no pedantic law confln’d I 

For Laura’s voice is form’d to pleafe^ 

So Laura’s words be not unkmd. 

NANCY of the VALE. 

A BALLAD. 

Nerine Galatea 1 thymo mihi dulcior Hyblal 

** Candidior cygnis I hederl formofior alba P’ 

^ H E weliem fky was purpled o’er 
^ With every pleafing ray : 

And flocks reviving felt no more 
The fultry heats of day : 


When 
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'When from an hazle’s artlefs bower 
Soft warbled Strephon’s tongae ; 

;He bled the feene, he bled the hour,, 

While Nancy’s praife he fung. 

Let fops with fickle falfehood range 
The paths of wanton love. 

While weeping maids lament their change^ 

And fadden every grove j 

But cndlefs blellings crown the day 
I faw fair Elham’s dale ! 

And every bleifing find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 

’Twas from Avona’s banks the maid 
Diffus’d her lovely beams; 

And eveiy diining glance difplay’d 
The Naiad of the dreams. 

Soft as the wild-duck’s tender young, 

That floats on Avon’s tide ; 

Bright as the water-lily^, fprung. 

And glittering near its fide. 

Erelh as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 

Her eye, all mild to view ; 

The little halcyon’s azure plume 
Was never half fo blue. 

Her fhape was like the reed fo fieek. 

So taper, drait, and fair; 

Her dimpled fmile, her bludilng cheeky 
How charming fweet they were 1 
VoL. IJX. H 
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Far in the winding vale retir’d. 

This peerlefs bud I found ; 

And fhadowing rock and woods conlpir’d 
To fence her beauties round. 

That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo fweet; 

Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Condudl my wandering feet ! 

Gay lordlings fought her for their bride. 

But fhe would ne’er incline : 

Prove to your equals true, Ihe cry’d. 

As I will prove to mine. 

^Tis Strephon, on the mountain’s brow. 

Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow. 

With liim I ’ll climb the hill.” 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clalp’d the conftant fair; 

To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 

And when this vow fhail faithlefs prove. 

Or I thofe charms forego; 

The flream that faw our tender love. 

That ilream £hall ccafe to flow. 


ODE 
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ODE to INDOLENCE. 1750. 

A H i wky for ever on the wing 

Perfifts my wearied foul to roam ? 

Why, ever cheated, llrives to bring 
Or pleafure or contentment home ? 

Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 
From paradife^s honoured groves, 

Oarelefs fatigues his little frames 
Nor finds the refting-place he loves. 

Lo ! on the rural mofiy bed 

My limbs with carelefs eafe reclin’d ; 

Ah, gentle floth I indulgent fpread 
The fame foft bandage o’er my mind. 

For why fhould lingering thought invade, 
y et every worldly profpedl cloy ? 

Lend me, foft lloth, thy friendly aid. 

And give me peace, debarred of joy* 

Lov’il thou yon calm and lilent flood. 

That never ebbs, that never flows ; 

Proteded by the circling wood 

From each tempefluous wind that blows f 

An altar on its bank lhall rife. 

Where oft thy votary fliall be found ; 

What time pale autumn lulls the Ikies, 

And fickening verdure fades around. 

H a 


Ye 
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Ye bufy race, yc factious train. 

That haunt ambition’s guilty fhrine; 

No more perplex the world in vain, 

But ofFer here your vows with mine. 

And thou, puifTant queen 1 be kind : 

If e’er I fhar’d thy balmy power; 

If e’er I fway’d my aftive mind 
To weave for thee the rural bower ; 
Tiffolve in lleep each anxious care ; 

Each unavailing figh remove ; 

And only let me wake to lhare. 

The fvveets of friendfhip and of love. 

ODE to HEALTH. 173a. 

HEALTH, capricious maid 1 
Why doJft thou fhun my peaceful bower. 
Where I had hope to ftiare thy power. 

And blefs thy laJding aid ? 

Since thou, alas ! art flown. 

It ’vails not whether Mufe or Grace, 

With tempting fmile, frequent the places 
I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy flay ; 

Thou yet might’fl a£l the friendly part ; 
Thou yet might’fl: raife this languid he»t| 
Why Ipeed fo fwift away } 


Thou 
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Thou fcorn’ft the city-air ; 

I breathe frefh gales o’er furrow’d ground,. 
Yet hail not thou my wiihes crown’d, 

0 falfe ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave j 

And' though with.purell hand I raife. 

A rural altar to thy praife. 

Thou wit not deign to fave.. 

Amid my well-known grove, > 

Where mineral fountains vainly bear* 

Thy boailed name, and titles fair,, 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear’il the fportfman’s claim;. 
Enabling him, witli idle noife. 

To drown the Mufe’s melting voice, - 
And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu. 

Ye midnightJamps 1 ye curious tomes 
Mine eye o’er hills and valleys roams, . 

And deals no more with you* 

Is it the clime you flee ? 

Yet, ’midfl his unr emitting, fnows. 

The poor Laponian’s bofom glows ; 

And {hares bright rays from thee. 

There was, there was. a time, 

’\&en, though I fcorn’d thy guardian care*, 
Nbr made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

1 did not rue the crime. 

Hi 


Who 
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Who then more bleJft than I ? 

When the glad fchool-boy’s talk was doncj, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, I run 
To freedom, and to joy ? 

How jovial then the day 1 
What lince have all my labours found. 

Thus climbing life, to gaze around. 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 

Methinks no frown that fortune wears,. 

Nor lelTen’d hopes, nor growing cares. 

Could link my chearful mind* 

Whatever my ilars include; 

What other breafts convert to pain. 

My towering mind lhall foon difdain,. 

Should fcorn— Ingratitude ! 

Repair this mouldering cell. 

And bled with objects found at homc;*. 

And envying none their fairer dome, 

How pleasM my foul fhould dwell ; 
Temperance fhouid guard the doors;, 

From room to room fhould memory dray,, 

And ranging all in neat array. 

Enjoy her pleafing dores— 

There let them red unknown,. 

The types of many a pleafing fcene : 

But to preferv^e them bright or clean^ 

Is thine, fair Queen I alone* 
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TO a LADY ofQJJADITY\ 

Fitting up lier Library* ^73^- 

A h I what is fcience, what is art, 

* Or what the pleafare thefe impart ? 

Ye trophies, which the learned purfue 
Through endlefs fruidefs toils adieu 1 
What can the tedious tomes bellow. 

To foothe the miferies they Ihew ? 

What, like the blifs for him decreed. 

Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed L 
Say, wretched fancy 1 thus refin’d 
From all that glads the flmplefi: hind. 

How rare that objed which fupplies 
A charm for too difcerning eyes I 
The polilh’d bard, of genius vain. 

Endures a deeper fenfe of pain: 

As each invading blail devours 
i;hq richej(l fruits, the fairefi: flowers* 

Sages, with, irkfome wafle of dme. 

The fteep afcent of knowledge climb f 
Then from the towering heights they fcale. 

Behold contentment range — the vale* 

Yet why, Afteria, tell us why 
l^fcorn'the crowd, when you are nigh ; 
then does reafon feem fo fair, 
learning, then, deferve our care ^ 

Lady Ijuxborough* 

H 4 Wh# 
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Who can unpleas’d your ihelves behold. 

While you & fair a proof unfold 
What force the brighteft genius draws 
From polifti’d wifdom’s written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 

What ftrange perfeftion bids us own 
That blifs with.toilfome fcience dwells, 

And happieft he, who moll excells ? 

Upon a Visit to the fame, in-WiNTE 
1748. 

fkir Ai!:eria’s blifsful plains# 

Where ever- blooming fancy reigns#. 

How pleas’d we pafs the winter’s day; 

And charm the dull-ey’d ipleen away ! 

No linnet, from the leaiiefs bough# 

Pours forth her note melodious now; 

But all admire Afteria’s tongue# 

Nor wifh the linnet’s vernal fong. 

No flowers emit their tranflent rays:, 

Yet fure Afleria’s wit difplays 
More various tints, more glowing lines. 

And with perennial beauty lliincs, 

'Fhough rifled groves and fetter’d flreamfe. 

But ill befriend a poet’s dreams: 

Afleria’s prefence wakes the lyre; 

And well fupplies poetic, fire. 
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The fields have lofi their lovely dye; 

No chearful azure decks the Iky ^ 

^et fiill we blefs the louring day; 

Afieria fmiles — and all is gay. 

Hence let the Mufe no more prefumey. 

To'blame the winter’s dreary gloom; 

Accufe his loitering hours no more ; 

But ah 1 their envious hafie deplore ! 

For. foon, from wit and friendlhip’s reignj>, 

The focial hearth, the fprightly vein, 

I go — to meet the coming year. 

On favage plains, and deferts drear I 

I go — to feed on pkafures flown. 

Nor find the fpring my lofs atone I 
But ’mid the flowery fweets of May 
With pride recal this winter’s day. 

An Irregular O’D E after Sxckness* 1749 *^ 

** — Melius, cum venerit ipfa, canemus*’^ 

O O long a flranger to repofe. 

At length from pain’s abhorred couch I 
And wander’d forth alone ; 

To court once more the balmy breeze. 

And catch the verdure of the trees. 

Ere yet their charms were flown, ^ 

’Twas from a bank with panfles gay 
I hail’d once more the chearful day,. 

TW 
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The fun’s forgotten beams : 

0 fun I how pleafing were thy rays> 

Refleded from the polifh^d face 

Of yon refulgent flreams ! 

Rais’d by the fcene, my feeble tongue 
Elfay’d again the fweets of fong : 

And thus, in feeble drains and flow. 

The loitering numbers ’gan to flow. 

« Come, gentle air ! my languid limbs reflore^ 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian fhore : 

For fure, I heard the tender fighs, 

1 feem’d to join the plaintive cries 

Of haplefs youths, who through the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfinifh’d love ; 

To that unjoy ous clime. 

Torn from the fight of thefe etherial ikies ; 
Debarr’d the luflre of their Delia’s eyes ; 

And banifh’d in their prime. 

Come, gentle air 1 and, while the thickets bloom,, 
Convey the jaimine’s breath divine; 

Convey the woodbine’s rich perfume. 

Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine* 

And may’ft thou ihun the rugged florm 
Till health her wonted charms explain. 

With rural pleafure in her train. 

To greet me in her fairefl: form. 

While from this lofty mount I view 
The fons of earth, the vulgar crew, 


Anxious 
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Anxious for futile gains beneatK me iiray. 

And feek with erring ftep contentment's obvious way.. 

Come, gentle air ! and thou, celeilial Mufe, 

Thy genial flame infufe ; 

Enough to lend a penfive bofom aid. 

And gild retirement's gloomy fliade ; 

Enough to rear fuch ruHic lays 
As foes, may flight, but paitial friends will praife." 

The gentle air allow'd my claim ^ 

And, more to chear my drooping frame. 

She mix’d the balm of opening flowers ; 

Such as the bee, with chemic powers. 

From Hybk’s fragrant hills inhales. 

Or fcents Sabca's blooming vales. 

But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penflve mind. 

By prefcripts more refin'd, 

Negled their votary's anxious moan 
Oh> how Ihould they relieve]’— the Mufes all were, 
flown. 

By flowery plain, or woodland Jfhades, 

I fondly fought the charming maids ; 

By woodland ihades, or flowery plain, 

1 fought them, fakhlefs maids I in vain !! 

When lo I in happier hour, 

1 leave behind my native mead. 

To range where zeal and friendihip Iead,> 

To vifit Luxborough's honour'd bower.,. 

Ah foolifli man I to feek the tunefd maids 
Oa oth«* plains, or near lefs verdant Ihades j 
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Scarce have my foot-fteps prefs’d the favour’d ground 
When founds etherial llrike my ear ; 

At once celeftial forms appear j 
My fugitives are found ! 

The Mufes here attune their lyres,. 

Ah partial ! with unwonted fires j 
Here, hand in’ handi with carelefs mien. 

The fportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilft I wander’d o’er a fcene fo fair. 

Too well at one furvey I trace. 

How every Mufe, and every Grace, 

Had long employ’d their care. 

Lurks not a ftone enrich’d with lively llain. 

Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ftore,. 

Falls not a plume on India’s iftant plain. 

Glows not a Ihell'on Adria’s rocky Ihore, 

But, tom methought from native lands or feas. 

From their arrangement, gain freflt power to pleafe.. 

And Ibme had bent the wildering maze,, 

Bedeck’d with every Ihrub that blows V 
And fome entwin’d the willing fprays. 

To Ihield th^illuftrious dame’s repofe : 

Others had' grac’d the fprightly dome. 

And taught the portrait where to glow; 

Others arrang’d the curious tome; 

Or, ’mid the decorated fpace, 

Affign’d the laurel’d buft a place. 

And given to learning aH the pomp of fliow. 
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And now from every tafk withdrawn. 

They met and frifk’d it o*er the lawn. 

Ah 1 woe is me, faid I ; 

And * ’s hilly circuit heard my cry. 

Have I for this, with labour ifrove, 

• And iaviih’d all my little ftore 
To fence for you my ihady grove. 

And fcollop every winding fhore ; 

And fringe with every purple rofe. 

The fapphire dream that down my valley flows I 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids ! 

To quit unfeen my votive lhades. 

When pale difeafe, and torturing pain. 

Had torn me from the breezy plain. 

And to a reftlefs couch confin’d. 

Who ne’er your wonted talks declin’d. 

She needs not your officious aid 
To fwell the fong, or plan the lhade ; 

By genuine fancy fir’d. 

Her native genius guides her hand. 

And while Ihe marks the fage command. 

More lovely fcenes her ikill lhall raife^ 

Her lyre refound with nobler lays 
Than ever you inlpir’d. 

‘Thus 1 may rage and grief difplay; 

But vainly blame, and vainly mourn. 

Nor will a Grace or Mufe return 
Till Luxborough lead the way- 

To 



Olio SHENSTONE^S POEMS. 


To a LADY, witTi fome coloured Patterns of 
Flowers, OiSbober 7, i73'6. 

Madam 1 

HOUGH rude the draughts, though artlefs feem 
^ the lines, 

Trom one unlkilPd in verfe, or in deiigns; 

‘Oft has good-nature been the fool’s defence. 

And honed: meaning gilded want of fenfe. 

Fear not, though flowers and beauty grace my lay. 
To praife one fair, another fhall decay. 

Ho lily, bright with painted foliage, here. 

Shall only languifh, when Selinda’s near: 

A Fate revers’d no fmiling rofe fhall know. 

Nor with refle< 9 :ed luflre doubly glow. 

Praifes which languilh when apply’d to you. 

Where flattering fchemes feem obvioufly true. 

Yet fure your fex is near to flowers ally’d. 

Alike in foftnefs, and alike in pride : 

Foes to retreat, and ever fond to fhine. 

Both rufh to danger, and the lhades decline ; 

Expos’d? the fhort-liv’d pageants of a day. 

To painted flies or glittering fops a prey : 

Chang’d with each wind, nor one fliort day the fame. 
Each clouded fky affefb their tender frame. 

In glaring Chloe’s man-like tafte and mien. 

Are the grofs fplendors of the Tulip feen : 

Diftant they flrike,’ inelegantly gay. 

To the near view no pleaflng charms difplay. 

To 
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To form the nymph, a vulgar wit mull: join. 

As coarfer foils will moh: the flower refine. 

Ophelia’s beauties let the Jafmine paint. 

Too faintly foft, too nicely elegant. 

Around with feeming fandity endued. 

The Paflion- flower may bell: exprefs the Prude. 

Like the gay Rofe, too rigid Silvia Ihines, 

While, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins— 
Happy the nymph i from all their failures free. 

Happy the nymph 1 in whom their charms agree. 

Faint thefe produflions, till you bid difclofe. 

The Pink new fplendors, and frefli tints the Role : 

And yet condemn not trivial draughts like thefe. 
Form’d to improve, and make ev’n trifles pleafe. 

A power like yours minuter beauties warms. 

And yet can blafl the moll: alpiring charms : 

Thus, at the rays whence other objedfs Ihine, 

The taper flckens, and its flames decline. 

When by your art the purple Violet lives. 

And the pale Lily Iprightlier charms receives : 

Garters to me lhall glow inferior far. 

And with lefs pleafing luflre Ihine the flar. 

Let ferious triflers, fond of wealth or fame. 

On toils like thefe bellow too foft a name ; 

Each gentler art with wife indiflerence view. 

And fcorn one trifle, millions to purfue : 

More artful I, their fpecious fchemes deride: 

Fond to pleafe you, by you in thefe empfoyM ; 

A nobler talk, or more fublime deiire. 

Ambition ne’er could form, nor pride inlpire : 
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The fweets of tranquil life and rural eafe 
Amufe fecurcly, nor lefs julily pleafe. 

Where gentle pleafure Ihews her milder power. 

Or blooms in fruit, or fparkles in the flower; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur'd poet's theme; 
Flows in the brook, his Naiad of the Itream; 
I>awns, with each happier ftroke the pencil gives. 
And, in each livelier image, fmiling lives ; 

Is heard, when Silvia flrikes the warbling flrings., 
Selinda fpeaks, or Philomela flngs: 

Breathes with the morn^ attends, propitious maid,' 
The evening ramble, and the noon -day glade ; 
Some viflonary fair Ihe cheats our view. 

Then only vigorous, when flie's feen like you. 

Yet nature fome for fprightlier joys defign'd. 

For brighter fcenes, with nicer care, refin’d. 

When the gay jewel radiant ftreams fupplies. 

And vivid brilliants meet your brighter eyes 
When drefs and pomp around the fancy play# 

By fortune’s dazzling beauties borne away« * 

When theatres for you the fcenes forego. 

And the box bows# obfequioufly low : 

How dull the plan which indolence has drawn# 

The moflfy grotto, or the flowery lawn ! 

Though rofeate feents in every wind exhale. 

And fyivan warblers charm in every gale. 

Of thefe be her’s the choice, whom all approve ; 
And whom, but thole who envy, all mull love : 

By nature model’d, by experience taught^ 

To know and pity every female fault : 


Pleas’d 
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Tleas’d ev’n to hear her fex^s virtues fliewn. 

And blind to Jione’s perfedions but her own ; 

humble fair I of thefe too, few flie knows. 
Yet owns too many for the world's repofe: 

.From wit's wild petulance ferenely free, 
y et bleil in all that nature can decree. 

Not like a iire, which, whilH it burns, alarms ; 

A modefi: iiame, that gently ihines and warms ; 
Whofe mind, in every light, can charms difplayt 
With wiidom ferious, -and with' humour gay; 

Juft as her eyes in each bright pofture warm. 

And fiercely ftrike, or languifhingly charm ; 

Such are your honours-— mention'd to your coft, t 
Thofe leaft can hear them, who deferve them moil . 
Yet ah ! forgive — the lefs inventive Mufe, 

If e'er fiie fing, a copious theme muft chufe* 

'Written inaFLOWER Book oF my own Colour- 
ing, defigned^for Lady Plymouth. 1753-4. 
Debitas nymphis opifex coronas.'' Hon. 

taring. Flora, bring thy treafurestvh«re. 

The pride of alhthe blooming year; 

A^nd let me, thence, a garland frame. 

To crown this fair, tins peerlefs dame I 
But ah t fiiice envious winter lours. 

And HewelL meads refign thdr Bowers, 

Let art and friendftiip joint eBay 
LiiFufe their flowerets, in her way« 

Yol*LIX. 'I 
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Not nature can herfelf prepare 
A worthy wreath for Leibia’s hair, 

Whofe temper, like her forehead, fmoQth, 
Whofe thoughts and accents form’d to foothe, 
Whofe pleafmg mien, and make refin’d, 
Whofe artlefs breaft, and polifh’d mind. 

Prom ail the nymphs of plain or grove, 
Deferv’d and won my Plymouth’s love. 

ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

^ "1*^ W A S in a cool Aonian glade, 

-*• The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil. 

Had fought refrclhment from the lhade 5 
And llretch’d him on the moEy foil. 

A vagrant Mufe drew nigh, and found 
The fubtle traitor fall afleep; 

And is it tMne to fnore profound* 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep } 

But hufli-— from tkh aulpicioKs hour. 

The world, I ween, may reft in peace ; 

And, robb’d of darts, and ftript of power. 

Thy peevifh petulance decreafe. 

Sleep on, poor cHld ! whilft I withdraw. 

And this thy vile artillery hide— 

When the Caftalion fount fhe faw. 

And plung’d his arrows in the tide. 


That 
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‘That magic fount— ill -judging maid ! 

Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
You dat’d the lhafts of love invade ; 

And gave his arms redoubledfway. 

For in a flream fo wonderous clear. 

When angry Cupid fearches round. 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 

Too foon they were ; and every dart. 

Dipt in the Mufe’s myliic fpring. 

Acquir’d new force to wound the heart; 

And taught at once to love and £ng. 

Then farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ^ 
Fiom love we learn to fwell the lyre ; 

And echo alks no fweeter fong. 

ODE. Written 1739^ 
Uiit Ipes animi credula mutuL” Hor^ 

A S not by beauty’s aid alone, 

^ That love ufurp’d his airy throne^ 
His boafted power difplay’d; 

’’Tis Idndnefs that fecures hi& ^Lm, 

^Tis hope that feeds the kindling Same* 
Which beauty firil convey’d* 

In Clara’s eyes,, the lightnings towIt 
H er lips with all 


-Have 
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Have all its fweets combin’d ; 

Yet vain tke blufh, and faint the fire. 

Till lips at once, and eyes confpire 
To prove the charmer kind— 

Though v/it might gild the tempting fnare. 

With foftefi: accent, fweetefi air. 

By envy’s felf admir’d; 

If Lefbia’s wit betray’d her fcorn. 

In vain might every Grace adorn 
What every Mufe infpir’d. 

Thus airy Strephon tun’d his lyre— 

He fcorn’d the pangs of wild defire. 

Which love-fick fwains endure : 

Refolv’d to brave the keenefi dart ; 

Since frowns could never wound his heart; 

And fmiles — ^mufi: ever cure. 

But ah I how falfe thefe maxims prove. 

How frail fecurity from love. 

Experience .hourly ihows ! 

Love can imagin’d fmiles fupply. 

On every charming lip and eye 
Eternal fweets befiows. 

In vain we trufi: the fair-one’s eyes ; 

In vain the fage explores the ikies. 

To learn from fiars his fate : 

Till, led by fancy wide aftray. 

He finds no planet mark Us way; 

Convinc’d and ndfo-^too late* 

•As 
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As partial to tlieir words we prove ; 

Then boldly join the Ms of love. 

With towering hopes fupply’d: 

See heroes, taught by doubtful Ihrines^^-. 

Miftook their deity ’s tiehgns 5 
Then took the £eld«r-*and dy’d. 

The dying KID. 

Optima quscque dies miferis mortalibus zevi? 
Prima fugit Virg^ 

A Tear bedews my Delia’s eye, , 

To think yon playful kid miiid die; 

From crykal fpring, and flowery mead, 

Muft, in his prime of life, recede i 

Erewhile, in fportive circles round 

She faw him wheel, and frilk, and bound ;; 

From rock to rock purfue his way. 

And, on the fearful margin, -play. 

Pleas’d on his various freaks to dwell. 

She faw Mm climb my ruftic cell : 

Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright* , 

And feem all ravifh’d at’the fight. 

She tells, with what delight he flood. 

To trace his features In the flood : 

Then jfkip’dMoof with quaint amaze; 

And then drew near again to gaze*. 

I' She 



ij8 she ns toners POEMS. 


She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He fiew> to hear my vocal reed ; 

And how with critic face profound. 

And fledfad ear, devour’d the found. 

His every frolic, light as air, 

Deferves the gentle Delia’s care; 

And tears bedew her tender eye. 

To think the playful kid mull: die.~ 

But knows my Delia, timely wife. 

How foon this blamelefs aera fiies ? 

While violence and craft fucceed;. 

Unfair defign, and rutldefs deed I 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore,. 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 

Ah foon, eras’d from every grove 
Were Delia’s name, and Strephon’s love.. 

No more thofe bowers might Strephon fee,. 
Where firft he fondly gaz’d on thee ; 

No more thofe beds of flowerets find. 
Which for thy charming brows he twin’d. 

Each wayward palfion foon would tear 
His bofom> now fo void of care; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein. 

What, but infipid age, remain ? 

Then mourn not the decrees of fate. 

That gave Ms life fo fhorc a date ; 

And I will join thy tenderefl fighs> 

To tlmik that youth jib fwifdy flies I 


S O N G St 
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Wntien chiefly between the Years 1737 and 1742^ 

<» 

SONG L 

T Told my nymph, I told her true, 

^ My fields were ftnall, my flocks were few ; 
Wliile faultering accents Ipoke my fear. 

That Flavia might not prove fincere^ 

Of crops deftroy’d by vernal cold. 

And vagrant Iheep that left my fold : 

** Of thefe Ihe heard, yet bore to hear;. 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 

How chang’d by fortune^'s fickle wind. 

The friends I lov’d became unkind. 

She heard, and llicd a generous tearj 
And is not Flavia tlien 'fincere ? 

How, if ihe deign my love to blefs. 

My Flavia muil not hope for drefs ; 

This too Ihe heard, and fmil’d to |iear; 

And Fkvia fure mull: be fincere* 

Go fhear your flocks, ye jovial fwains„ 

Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 

Difpoil’d of all winch you revere,. 

I know my Flavia’s love fincere* 

1 4 


SONG 
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SONG n. The Lands^^^ip. 

T 1 O W pleas’d within my native bowers 
Er« while I pafs’d the day 1 

Was ever fcene fo deck’d with flowers ? 

Were ever flowers fo gay ? 

How fweetly fmil’d the hill, the vale^ 

And all the landikip round ! 

The river gliding down the dale 1 ’ 

The liiii with beeches crown’d 1 

But now, when urg’d by tender woes 
I fpccd to meet my dear. 

That hill and flream my aerJ oppofe. 

And check my fond career. 

No more, flnee Daphne was my theme. 

Their wonted charms i fee : 

That verdant nil', and fliver. flream,. 

Divide my love and me. 


SONG III. 

^'E gentle nymphs and generous dameS;, . 

^ That rule o’er every Britifli mind ; 

Be fare ye foothe their amorous flames. 

Be furc your laws are not unkind. 

For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremitting flghs away: 

To mourn the night’s oppreflive gloom 
And faintly blefs the rifing day. 

And 
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And cruel ’twere a free-born fwain, 

A Britifh youth, ihould^vaihly moan^ 

Who, fcornful of a tyrant’s chain. 

Submits to yours, and yours alone* 

Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fteel. 

Could e’er thofe gallant minds fubdue>. 

Who beauty’s wounds with pleafure feel, 

And boah the fetters wrought' by you. 

SONG IV. TheSKY-^tAHK.. 

O, tuneful bird, that glad’ll the Ikies, 

To Daphne’s window ipeedthy way;, 

And there on quivering pinions -rife, , 

And there thy vocal art dilplay. 

And if Ihe deign thy notes to hear,. 

And if Ihe praife thy matin fong. 

Tell her, the founds that foothe her ear,, 

To Damon’s native plains belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array’d. 

The 'bird from Indian groves may lliine;, 

But alk the lovely partial maid. 

What are his notes compar’d>to thine i 
Then bid her treat yon widefs beau 
And all his flaunting race with fcom ; 

And lend an ear to Damon’s woe. 

Who fings her praife, and Bugs forlorn. - 

SOUG. 
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SONG V. 

Ah 1 ego non aliter trifles evincere morbos 
Optareni> quam te ftc quoque velle putem.’^ 

every tree, in every plain, 

I trace the jovial fpring in vain I' 

A fickly languor veils mine eyes. 

And fail my waning vigour flies. 

Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree,. 

That fmile on others, fmile on me ; 

Mine eyes from death fhall court repofe,, 

Nor fhed a tear before they clofe. 

What blifs to me can feafons bring } 

Or what the needlefs pride of fpring 2 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier,. 

Retains its verdure aU the year* 

’Tis true, my vine fo frelh and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted care 
My rural flore fome pleafure yield ; 

So white a flock, fb green a held! 

My friends, that each in kindnefs vie,, 

Might well exped one parting flgh; 

Might well demand one tender tear ; 

For when was Damon unfincere 2 

But ere I afk once more to view 
yon fetting fun his race renew. 

Inform me, fwains; my friends, declare. 

Will pitying Delia Join the prayer 2 


SONG 
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SONG YL 

The Attribute of Vb N u s. 

E S ; Fulvia is like Veaus fair ; 

Has all her bloom, and Ihape and air 
But ilill, to perfect every grace. 

She wants— the linile upon her face* 

The crown majeftic Juno wore ; 

And Cynthia’s brow tire crefcent bore. 

An helmet mark’d Minerva’s mien,. 

But fmiles diftinguifh’d beauty’s queen. 
Her train was form’d of fmiles and loves> 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves I 
And from her zdne, the nymph may find,, 
’Tis beauty’s province to be kind* 

Then fmile, my fair ; and all whofe aim 
Afpires to. paint the Cyprian dame. 

Or bid her breathe in** living done, ' 

Shall take their forms from you alone* 

SONG VII. 1744 . 

H E lovely Delia fihies again ; 

^ That killing frown has left her browt 
Can fhe forgive my jealtJus pain. 

And give me back my angry 


Ddvr 
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Love is an April’s doubtful day : 

A while we' fee the tempeft lower ; 

Anon the radiant heaven fnrvey. 

And quite forget the flitting fliower. 

The flowers, that hung their languid head^^ 

Are burnifli’d by the tranflent rains ; 

The vines their wonted tendrils fpread. 

And double verdure gilds the plains. 

The fprightly birds> that droop’d no lefs 
Beneath^the power of rain and wind. 

In every raptur’d note, exprefs 

The joy I feel=— when thou art kindl 

SONG VIII. 1742. 

‘T’^ HEN bright Roxana treads, the greenj^. 

^ ^ In all the pride of drefs and mien; 

Averfe to freedom, love, and play. 

The dazzling rival of the day : 

None other beauty ftrikes mine eye. 

The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

But when, difclaiming art, the fair 
Aflumes a foft engaging air; 

Mild as the opening morn of May, 

Eamiliar, friendly, free, and gay ; 

The fcene improves, where’er fhe goes,. 

More fweetly fmile the pink and rofe. 

O lovely maid I propitious hear. 

Nor deem thy fliepherd infincere;^ 

Pity/ 
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pity a wild illufive flame. 

That varies objcdls ftill the lame : 

And let their very changes prove 
The never-vary’d force of .love. 

SONG IX. 1743. Valentine’sDax* 

5 I S faid that under diflant Ikies, 

^ Nor you the fad deny; 

What iirfl: attrads an Indian’s eyes 
Becomes his deity. 

Perhaps a lily, or a rofe. 

That fliares the morning’s ray. 

May to the waking fwain difclofe 
The regent of tlie day. 

Perhaps a plant in yonder grove. 

Enrich’d. with fegrant power. 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, ^ 

Where blooms the fovereign flower. 

Perch’d on the cedar’s topmafl bough. 

And gay with gilded wings, 

Perchancei the patron of his vow. 

Some ardefs linnet fmgs. 

The fwain furveys her pleas’d, afraid. 

Then low to earth he bends; 

,And owns, upon her friendly aid^ 

His health, Hs life, depends. 

WdM 
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Vain futiie idols, biid or flower. 

To tempt a votary’s prayer 1 
How would his humble homage tower. 

Should he behold my fair 1 

y es — might the pagan’s waking eyes. 

O’er Flavia’s beauty range. 

He there would fix his lafting choice. 

Nor dare, nor wiih to change. 

SONG X. 1743. 

H E fatal hours are w^onderous near, 

^ That, from thefe fountains, bear my dear ; 

A little fpace is given ; in vain : 

She robs my fight, and fliuns the plain, 

A little fpace, for me to prove 
My boandlefs flame, my cndlefs love ; 

And, like the train of vulgar hours. 

Invidious time that fpace devours. 

Near yonder beech is Delia’s way 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 

No eaftern monarch’s dazzling pride 
Shall draw my longing eyes afide. 

The chief that knows of fuccours nighs 
And fees liis mangled legions die, 

Gafts not a more impatient glance. 

To fee the loitering aids advance. 

Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
Jar from his native home, requires 

Ts 
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To fee fome friend’s familiar face. 

Or meet a parent’s laii embrace— 

Slue comes — but ab 1 wbat crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe i 
Oh ! better hadift thou ihun’d the green. 

Oh,* Delia 1 better far unfeen. 

Methinks, by all my tender fears. 

By all my fighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free— 

^Tis more than death to part from thee ! 

SONG XL 1744. 

P E RH A P S it is not love, faid J, 

^ That melts my foul when Flavia ’s nigh j 
Where wit and fenfe like her’s agree. 

One may be pleas’d, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her poKlh’d mind. 

It needs no lover’s eye to find ; 

The hermit freezing in his cell. 

Might wifli the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear ; 

Let, let me all my fears remove. 

My doubts <Hfpei — it is not love— 

Oh 1 when did wit fo brightly Mne 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 

It is— it is love’s fubtle fire. 

And under friendlhip lurks defire# 


SONG 
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SONG XIL 1744. 

’ E R defert plains, and rufliy meers. 
And wither’d heaths, I rove; 

Where tree, nor fpire, nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 

Put though my path were damafic’d o’er 
With beauties e’er fo fine ; 

My bufy thoughts would fly before 
To fix alone — on thine. 

No fir-crown’d hills could give delight. 

No palace pleafe mine eye : 

No p)ramid’s aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unmov’d, fhould Eaftern kings advance ; 
Could I the pageant fee : 

Splendour might catch one fcornful glance. 
Not Heal one thought from thee. 


SONG XIIL The Scholar’s Relapsl. 

I) Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 

Where whifper’d the beech, and where mur- 
mur’d the rill ; 

I vow’d to the Mufes my time and my care. 

Since neither could win me the fmiles of my fair. 
Free I rang’d like the birds, like the birds free I fung. 
And Delia’s lov’d name fcarce efcap’d from my 
tongue j 

-But 
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But if once a fmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I Ihould wifh, unawares, that my Delia might heax* 

With faireft ideas my bofom I florid, 

Aliuilve to none but the nymph I ador’d 1 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin’d, 

The deeper imprefiion fhe made on my mind. 

So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 

I fiill mufl: my Delia’s dear image renew : 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 

And the Mufes are all in alliance with Love. 

SONG XIV. The Rose-Bud. 

O E E, Daphne, fee, Florelio cry’d, 

^ And learn the fad elFeds of pride ; 

Yon Ihelter’d rofe, how fafe conceal’d! 

How quickly blafted, when reveal’d I 

The fun with warm attradive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 

A gale fucceeds from Eaftem Ikies, 

And all its bluihing radiance dies. 

So you, my fair, of charms divine. 

Will quit the plains, too fond to Ihine 
Where fame’s tranfporting rays allure. 

Though here more happy, more fecure. 

The breath of feme neglected maid 
Shall make you figh you left the ihade ; 

A breath to beauty’s bloom unHnd, 

As, to the rofe, an Eaftem wind. 

Vot. LIX. K The 
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The nymph reply ’d — You firil:, my Twain, 
Coniine your foiinets to the plain ; 

One envious tongue alike difarms. 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 

What is, unknown, the poet’s ilcili ? 

Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill r 
What, un admir’d, a charming mien. 

Or what the rofe’s bluili, unfeen? 


SONG XV. Winter. 1746. 


C more, ye warbling birds, rejoice: 
Of all that chcai ’d the plain. 

Echo alone prcfcivcs her voice, 

Ai:d file — repeats my pain. 


Where’er my love-fick limbs I lay. 
To fhun the ruihing wind. 

Its bufy murmurs feem to fay. 

She never will be kindi” 


The Naiads, o’er their frozen urns. 
In icy chains repine ; 

And each in fallen filence mourns 
Her freedom lod, like mine 1 

Soon will the fan’s returning rays 
The chearlefs froft controul ; 
When will relenting Delia chafe 
The winter of my foul ? 


SONG 
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SONGXVL Daphne’s Visit. 

E birds ! for whom. I rear’d the grove. 

With melting lay falute my love : 

My Daphne with your notes detain.: 

O!* I have rear’d my grove in vain. 

y e flowers I before her footfleps rife ; 

Difplay at once > your brightefl: dyes ; 

That flie your opening charms may fee : 

Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind Zephyr ! briifli each fragrant flower. 

And fhed its odours round my bower: 

Or never more, O gentle wind. 

Shall I, from thee, refrefliment find. 

Ye flreams 1 if e’er your banks I lov’d. 

If e’er your native founds improv’d. 

May each foft murmur foothe my fair I 
Or, oh ! ’twill deepen my defpair. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds, ♦ 

May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom] 

Or thou flxalt prove her Damon’s tomb, 

SONG XVIK ’Written in a Collcftlon of 
Bacchanalian Songs. 

A DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wme; 

Andjr as your dazzled eye-balls roll, * 

Difcern him flruggling in the bowl. 
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Not yet is hope fo wholly flown. 

Not yet is thought fo tedious grown. 

But limpid flream and ftiady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me. 

And fee through yonder filent grove. 

See yonder does my Daphne rove ; 

With pride her footfleps I purfue. 

And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The foie confuflon I admire. 

Is that my Daphne’s eyes infpire : 

I fcorn the madnefs you approve. 

And value reafon next to love. 

SONG XVIII. 

"rTTHEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 
^ ^ In all the pride of drefs and mien ; 
Averfe to freedom, mirth, and play. 

The lofty rival of the day ; 

Methinks to my enchanted eye. 

The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

But when, difdaining art, the fair 
Aflumes a foft, engaging air : 

MEd as the opening morn of May, 

And as the feather’d warblers gay: 

The fcene improves where’er Ike goes. 

More fweetly fmiles the pink and rofe. 


O lovely 
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O lovely maid ! propitious hear. 

Nor think thy Damon inlincere. 

Pity my wild deluHve flame : 

For though the flowers are flill the fame,. 

To me they languifli, or improve, 

AM plainly tell me that I love. 

SONG XIX. Imitated from the French. 

E S, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I flray’d, 
^ But fliort was her fway fdr fo lovely a maid I 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfler fhe run ; 

In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun! 
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion mud prove 
So fatal to beauty, fo killing to love I 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the flirubs, and the plains; 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pains ; 
How many foft moments I fpent in tliis grove I 
How fair was my nymph I and how fervent my love I 
Be dill though, my heart! thine emotion give o’er; 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I dray’d amid fountains and bowers^ 

Or loiter’d behind and colledfced the flowers I 
Then breathlefs with ardour my fair-one purfued. 

And to think with what kindnefs my garland fhe view’d I 
But be dill, my fond heart I this emodon give o’er I 
Fain would’d thou forget thou mud love her no more. 


A FA- 
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A PARODY. 

HEN firfl:^ Philander, firft I came 
^ ^ Where Avon rolls his winding ilream. 

The nymphs — how brifk ! the fwains— how gay !' 
To fee Alteria, Queen of May! * 

The parfons round, licr praifes fung I 
The fteeples, with her praifes rung !— . 

I thought — no %ht, that e’er v/as feen. 

Could match the fight of BarePs-green ! — 

Bat now, fince old Eugenio dy’d — 

The chief of poets, and the pride — 

Now, meaner bards in vain afpirc 
To raife their voice, to tune their lyre 1 . * 

Their lovely feafon, now, is o’er 1 
Thy notes, Fiorclio, pleafe no more I 
No more Aheria’s fmiles are feen ! — 

Adieu 1 — the fvvccts of EaiePs-green I 

The halcyon. 

‘T^BY o’er the verdant bard-cs of Oo2«r 
^ Does yonder halcyon fpeei fo fall ? 

’Tis all bccaufe fne would not lofe 
Her favourite calm that will not lali. 

1 he fun with azure paints the fldes, 

'fhe dream rehedbs each Bowery fpray : 

And frugal of her time fhe Hies 
'Id take her £11 of love and play. 

See 
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See her, when rugged Boreas blows. 
Warm in fome rocky cell remain ; 

To feek for pleafure, well fhe knows. 
Would only then enhance the pain. 

Defcend, fhe cries, thou hated fhowcr,> 
Deform my limpid waves to-day. 

For I have chofe a fairer hour 
To take my fill of love and play. 

You too, my Silvia, fure will own 
Life’s azure feafons fwiftly roll : 

And when our youth or health is flowiij,* 

To think of love but Ihocks the fouL 

Could Damon but defcrve thy charms. 
And thou art Damon’s only theme ; 

He’d fly as quick to Delia’s arms. 

As yonder halcyon ikims the fireamr*. 

ODE* 

QO dear my Lucio is to me, 

^ So well our minds and tempers blend;. 

That feafons may for ever flee. 

And ne’er divide me from my friend 

But let the favour’d boy forbear 

To tempt with love my only fair* 

O Lycon, bom when every Mufe, 

When every Grace benignant fmii’d. 

With aB a parent’s breaB could chufe . 

To Ulefs her lov^d,, her only child ; 

K4 


’Tis 
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’Tis thine, fo richly grac’d to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 

Together we from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time. 
Together mus’d in fearch of truth. 

O’er learned fage, or bard fublime ; 

And well thy cultur’d breait I know. 

What wonderous trcafurc it can fliow. 

Come then, refume thy charming lyre. 

And fing fome patriot’s worth fublime, 
Whilfl 1 in flelds of foft deflre 

Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime ; 
Whofe reed afpircs but to difplay 

flame that burns me night and day. 

O come 1 the dryads of the woods 
Shall daily foothe thy iludious mind. 

The blue-ey’d nymphs of yonder floods 
Sliall meet and court thee to be kind ; 

And Fame fits liftcning for thy lays 
To fwcil her tiump with Lucio’s praife. 

Like me, tlie plover fondly tries 
To lure the fportfmen from her nefl. 

And flattering on with anxious cries. 

Too plainly fliews her tortur’d breaft : 

O let him, confeious of her care. 

They her paliio, and learn to {pare. 


A PAS. 
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A PASTORAL ODE, 

To the Plonourable Sir Richard Lyttelton* 

^■^HE morn difpens’d a dubious light 
A fulien mill had floPn from fight 
Each pleafing vale and hill; 

When Damon left his humble bowers. 

To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers. 

Or check his wandering riU. 

Though fchooPd from fortune's paths to fly. 

The fwain beneath each lowering fky. 

Would oft his fate bemoan; 

That he in fylvan fhades, forlorn ! 

Mufl wafle his chearlefs ev^n and morn. 

Nor prais’d, nor lov’d, nor known. 

No friend to fame’s obftreperous noife, 
y et to the whifpers of her voice. 

Soft murmuring, not a foe; 

The pleafures he through choice declin’d. 

When gloomy fogs deprefs’d his mind. 

It griev’d him to forego. 

Griev’d Wm to lurk the lakes befide. 

Where coots in rufhy dingles hide. 

And moorcocks fliun the day; 

While caitiff bitterns, nndifinay’d. 

Remark the fwain’s familiar Ihade, 

And fcom to ^uit their prey# 

But 
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But fee, the radiant fun cnce more 
The brightening face of heaven rellorc,^ 

And raife the doubtful dawn ; 

And, more to gild his rural fphere. 

At once the brightelt train appear. 

That ever trod the lawn. 

Amazement chilPd the fhepherd’s frame. 

To think Bridgewater’s honour’d name 
Should grace his ruftic cell ; 

That fhe, on all whofe motions wait 
Diftinclion, titles, rank, and flatc. 

Should rove where Ihepherds dw’elL 
But true it is, the generous mind. 

By candour fway’d, by talie refin’d. 

Will nought but vice difdain ; 

Nor will the breall where fancy glows 
Deem every Rower a weed that blows 
Amid the defart plain. 

Befeems it fuch, with honour crown’d> 

To deal its lucid beams around. 

Nor equal meed receive : 

At moli fuch garlands from the field. 

As cowfilps, pinks, and pan fie s yield. 

And rural hands can weave* 

Yet flrive, ye Ihepherds, ilrivc to find;, 

And w'eav e the faireil of the kind, 

^ The Duchefs, married to Sir R. Lyttelton. 

Tic 
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The prime of all the fpring ; 

If haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round their temples deign to wear 
The trivial wreaths you bring. 

O how the peaceful halcyons play’d. 

Where’er the confdous lake betray’d 
Athenia’s placid mien ; 

How did the fprightlier linnets throng. 

Where PapHa’s charms requir’d the fong,, 

’Mid hazxl copfes green 5 
Lo, Dartmouth on. thofe banks reclin’d. 

While bufy fancy calls to mind 
The glories of his line ; 

Methinks my cottage rears its head. 

The ruin’d walls of yonder Ihed, 

As through enchantment, fhine. 

But v/ho the nymph that guides their way i 
Could ever nymph defeend to dray 
From Plagley’s fam’d retreat ? 

Elfe, by the blooming features fair 
The faultlefs make, the matchkfs air, 

’Twere Cynthia’s form oompkau 
So would fome tuberofe de%b,t,, 

That druefc the pdglriM^s wond^fing dght 
’Mid lonely ifeferts dtear ; 

All as at eve, - the fovereign jBower 
Difpenfes round its balmy power. 

And erwm the fragrant year,. 

AI^ 
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Ah, now no more, the lliepherd cry’d. 

Mull I ambition’s charms deride. 

Her fubtle force difown; 

No more of fawns or fairies dream, 

Vv^hile fancy, near each cryftal ftream. 

Shall paint thefe forms alone. 

By low-brow’d rock, or pathlefs mead, 

I deem’d that fplendour ne’er Ihould lead 
My dazzled eyes aftray ; 

But who alas ! will dare contend. 

If beauty add, or merit blend 
Its more illuilrious ray ? 

Nor is it long — O plaintive fwain ! 

Since Gucrnfey faw without difdain. 

Where, hid in woodlands green. 

The * partner of his early days. 

And once the rival of his praife. 

Had ftoi’n through life unfeen. 

Scarce faded is the vernal flower. 

Since Stamford left his honour’d bower 
To fmile familiar here : 

O form’d by nature to difclofe 
Plow fair that courtfey which flows 
From fociai warmth fincere. 

Nor yet have many moons decay’d. 

Since Pollio fought this lonely fhade. 

Admir’d this rural maze : 


They were fchool-fellows* 


1 * 
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The noblefl: breaft that virtue fires. 

The Graces love, the Mufe infpires. 

Might pant for Pollio^s praife. 

Say Thomfon here was known to reil. 

For him yon vernal feat I dreft. 

Ah, never to return ! 

In place of wit, and melting drains. 

And focial mirth, it now remains 
To weep befide his urn. 

Come then, my Laelius, come once more. 

And fringe the melancholy Ihore 
With rofes and with bays. 

While I each wayward fate accufe. 

That envy’d his impartial Mufe 
To fing your early praife. 

While Philo, to whofe favour’d fight. 

Antiquity, with full delight. 

Her inmofl wealth difplays ; 

Beneath yon ruins moulder’d wall 
Shall mufe, and with his friend recal 1 
The pomp of ancient days. 

Here too ihall Conway’s name appear, . 

He prais’d the ftream fo lovely clear. 

That ihone the reeds among ; 

Yet clearnefs could it not difclofe. 

To match the rhetoric that flows 
From Conway’s polifh’d tongue. 

’ Ev’a 
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Ev’n Pitt, wliofe fervent periods rol! 

Refilllefs I tlirougk tke kindling foul 
Of fenates, councils, kings ! 

'Though form’^d for courts, vouchfaf’d to rove 
Inglorious, through the Ihepherd^s grove. 

And ope his balhful fprings. 

But what can courts difcover more. 

Than thefe rude haunts have feen before. 

Each fount and lhady tree ? 

'Have not thefe trees and fountains feen 
The pride of courts, the winning mien 
Of pecriefs Aylelbury ? 

And Grenville, Ihe whofe radiant eyes 
Have mark’d by How gradation rife 
The princely piles of Stow 5 
Yet prais’d thefe unembelliifh’d woods. 

And fmil’d to fee the babbling floods 
Through felf-worn masses flow. 

Say Dartmouth, who your banks adimr’d. 
Again beneath your cavea retir’d, 

Shall grace the penfive lhade ; 

With all the bloom, with all the truth, 

'With all the fprightlinefs of youth. 

By cool reflexion fway’d ? 

Brave, yet humane, fhall Smith appear. 

Ye fallors, though his name be dear. 

Think him not yours* 

Grant him ki other fpheres to charm. 

The fliepherds’ brcafls though mild are warm. 
And ours are all his own. 
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O Lyttelton ! my honour’d gupfL 
Could I defcribe thy generous breadj. 
Thy firm, yet poliiii’d mind ; 

How public love adorns thy name. 
How fortune too confpires with fame ; 
Ttie fong ihould pleafe mankind. 


VERSES written towards the Clofe of the 
Year 1748, to William Lyttelton, 


Ti O W blithely pafs’d the fummer’s day ! 
^ How bright was every flower I 
While friends arriv’d, in circles gay. 

To vifit Damon’s bower 1 


But now, witli filent fiep, I range 
Along fome lonely Ihore ; 

And Damon’s bower, alas the change ^ 
Is gay with friends no more. 

Away to crowds and cities borne 
In quefl of joy they fleer ; 

Whilfl I, alas 1 am left forlorn. 

To weep the parting year ! 

O penfive Autumn I how I grieve 
Thy furrowing face to fee I 

When languid funs are taking leave 
Of every drooping tree. 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying feene furvey ! 

Winter, hafle; nfurp thelky; 
Complea^iny bower’s decay. 


III 
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111 can I bear the motley caft 
Yon lickening leaves retain; 

That fpeak at once of pleafure pai% 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unblefl, i gaze around. 

My diftant fcenes require ; 

Where all in murky vapours drown’d 
Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 

Though Thomfon, fvveet defcriptive bard ! 
Infpiring Autumn fung ; 

y et how Ihould we the months regard. 

That flopp’d his flowing tongue ? 

Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft. 

To whofe hard fliare it fell 1 

For fure he was the gentlefl: breafl 
That ever fung fo well. 

And fee, the fwallows now difown 
The roofs they lov’d before ; 

Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad fome happier fliore. 

The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright. 
The fportfman’s frantic deed ; 

While hounds and horns and yells unite. 

To drown the Mufe’s reed. 

Ye fields with blighted herbage brown, 

Y e ikies no longer blue I 

Too much we feel from fortune’s frown. 

To bear thefe frowns from you. 


Where 
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Where is the mead’s unfullied green ? 

The zephyr’s balmy gale i* 

And where fv¥eet friendfhip’s cordial mien^ 
That brighten’d every vale ? 

What though the vine dlfclofe her dyes, 
jf^d boali her purple llore ; 

Not all the vineyard’s rich fupplies. 

Can foothe our forrows more. 

He 1 he is gone, whofe moral flrain* 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 

He ! he is gone, whofe focial vein 
Surpafs’d the power of wine. 

Fall by the ftreams he deign’d to praife,, 
In yon fequefier’d grove. 

To him a votive urn I raife > 

To him, and friendly love.- 

Yes there, my friend! forlorn and fad>, 

I grave your Thomfon’s name ; 

And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 
To found your growing fame. 

There lhali my plaintive fong recount 
Dark themfes of hopelefs woe j 

And fafter than fount, 

1 ’ll teach mine eyes to flow., 

There leaves, Jn fpite of Autumn green,^ 
Shall fliade the hallow’d ground; 

.Aud Spring will there again be feen. 

To caU fbrth flowers around* 

Von. LIX* 


L 


Bat 
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Eat no kind funs wili bid me fhare. 

Once more> his focial hour ; 

Ah Spring ! thou never canfi: repair 
TMs lofs, to Damon’s bower. 

LOVE AND MFSId 

Written at Oxford, when youngs 

C H A L L Love alone for ever claim 
^ An univerfal right to fame. 

An iindirputed fway ? 

Or lias not Mufic equal charms, 

I’o fill the breall with ftrange alarms. 

And make the world obey } 

The Thracian Bard, as Poets tell. 

Could mitigate the Powers of hell; 

Evhi Pluto’s nicer ear : 

His arts, no more than Love’s, we find 
To deities or men confin’d. 

Drew brutes in crouds to hear. 

Whatever favourite pafBon reign’d. 

The Foot Hill his right mamtain’d ' 

O’er all that rang’d the plain : 

The fiercer tyrants coulAfiwage, 

Or fire the timorous into rage. 

Whene’er he chang’d the train. 

In milder lays the Bard began; 

Soft notes through every finger ran. 


And 



ODES, S’ O N G S, See. 147 

And echoing charm’d the place : 

See ! fawning lions gaze around. 

And, taught to quit their favage found, 

AiTume a gender grace. 

When Cymon view’d the fair-one’s charms. 

Her* ruby lips, and fnowy arms. 

And told her beauties o’er : 

When love reform’d Ms awkward tone,, 

And made each clownilh gellure known,. 

It Ihew’d but equal power. 

The Bard now tries a fprightlier found. 

When all the feather’d race around 
Perceive the varied drains ; 

The fearing lark the note purfues ; 

The timorous dove around him cooes. 

And Philomel complains. 

An equal power of Love I ’ve feen 
incite the deer to fcour the green. 

And cliace his barking foe. 

Sometimes has Love, with greater might,. 

To challenge — nay — fometimes — to hght 
Provok’d th’ enamour’d beau. 

When Silvia treads the fmiling plain. 

How glows the heart of every fwain. 

By pleafing tumults toft I 
When Handel’s folcmn accents roll. 

Each breaft is fir’d, each raptur’d foul 
In fweet confufton loft. 

If ftie her melting glances dart,^ 

Or he his dying airs impart. 
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Oar fpirits fink away. 

Enough, enough! dear nymph, give o’er 5 
And thou, great artift I urge no more 
Thy unrefiiled fway* 

Thw Love or found afre£ls the mind : 

Sat when their various povvers are join’d. 

Fly, daring mortal, £y 1 
For when Selinda’s charms appear. 

And 1 bjsr tuneful accents hear — 

I burn, I faint, I die I 

C O M P A R I S O N. 

5 I S by comparifon we know 
On every object to bellow 
its proper fhai c of praife : 

Did each alike perfection bear. 

What beauty, tli.>ugh divinely fair, 

Could admir..t*on laife ? 

Aniidd the lucid bands of night, 
t'ee 1 Kefperus, ferenclv bright. 

Adorns the difiant fries . 

Put larguifiics amidit the blaze 
Of fpr ghtly Sol’s meridian rays,— 

Or Sihia’s brighter eyes. 

Ydncrc’er the nightingale complains, 

1 like tlie melanciioly llrains, 
praife th^ tuneful bird: 

Fur v:d^ly iaight fie llrain her throat, 

Vaic^s' each fwelimg note, 

Shoald Silvia’s voice be heard* 


WhcBt, 
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When, on the violet^s purple bed. 

Supine I reft my weary head. 

The fragrant .pillow charms ; 

Y et foon fuch languid blifs I ’d ily. 
Would Silvia but the lofs fupply, 

Aftd take me to her arms. 

The alabafter’s wonderous white. 

The marble’s polifli ftrikes my fight. 
When Silvia is not feen : 

But ah 1 how faint that white is grown. 
How rough appears the polifh’d ftone. 
Compar’d with Silvia’s mien I 

The rofe, that o’er the Cyprian plains. 
With flowers enamel’d, blooming reigns. 
With undifputed power. 

Plac’d near her cheek’s celeftial red, 

(Its purple loft, its luftre fled,) 

Delights the fenfe no more. 


ODE TO CYNTHIA., 

On the approach of Spring. 

•KT O W in the cowflip’s dewy cell 
The fairies make their bed. 

They hover round the cryftal well. 

The turf in circles tread. 

The lovely linnet now her fong 
Tunes fweeteft in the wood ; 

The twittering fwallow Mms along 
The azure lit^uid flood. 
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The ir.orning breeze v/afts Flora’s kifs 
In fragrance to the I'enfe ; 

The happy f--cphcrcl feels the blifs. 

And fie takes no cScnce. 

Pi'L nor the knret’s fvcctef foiig 
That C‘."er .ill'd l'u wood; 

Or nvittciLig iVvallc// th^r along 
T^ie an arc liqaid food 

Skkns fvifd} , I'-arhlagcr of fpring. 

Or morning’s fwcetc.c breath. 

Or Flora’s kA, to inc can bring 
remedy for cleadi. 

For death — »vhal do I fuy ? Yes, death 
Mufi finely end mv d.-y., 

If cruel Cynthia flight- nr. faith. 

And will noi hear k"'’ laV). 

No more with fe-rive g ul mds bound, 

J a: the \Vur:e Ihail be ; 

No nivore my feet f-all preA die ground 
Li dance with wonted glee; 

No more my Title fock I ’ll keep. 

To feme dark cave I 11 f y ; 

I ’ve nothing novV to do but \/eep. 

To mourn my fate, and fgh* 

^h ! Cyn Ada, thy Damon’s cries 
Are heard at dead of night; 

But they, ala' 1 are doom’d to rife 
Like frneke upon the fight. 
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They rife in vain, ah me 1 in vain 
Are fcatter’d in the wind^ 

Cynthia does not know the pain 
That rankles in my mind* 

If deep perhaps my eye-lids clofe, 

’Tis but to dream of you ; 

A while I ceafe to feel my woes, 

Nay, think I ’m happy too* 

I think 1 prefs with kilfes pure. 

Your lovely rofy lips; 

And you ’re my bride, I think I hn fure. 

Till gold the mountain tips. 

When wakkl, aghafl I look around. 

And find my cliarnicr flown; 

Then bleeds afrefli my galling wounds 
While I am left alone* 

Take pity then, O genticfl: maid ! 

On thy poor Damon’s heart : 

Remember what I ’ve often faid, 

’Tis you can cure my fmaru 


JEMMY DAWSON. ABiiLLAD; 

‘Written about the Time of his Execution/ 
in the Year 1745. 

^ O M E Men to my mournful tale, 
y e tender hearts and lovers dear ; 

Nor will you fcorn to Iieave a flgh. 

Nor need you bluih to died a tear* 

L 4 
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And thou, dear Kitty, pecilefs maid. 

Do thou a pcnfive ear incline ; 

Per thou canil Vvcep ai evxry woe 5 
And pity every plaint — but mine. 

Young Davvfon v/as a gailant boy, 

A brighter never trod the plain ; 

And well he lov’d one charming maid. 

And dcaiiy was he lov’d again. 

One lender maid, Hie lov’d him dear. 

Of «entlc blood the damfcl came ; 

O ' 

And faultkfs was her beauteous form. 

And fpoticE was her virgin fame. 

But curfe on party’s hateful fliife. 

That led the favour’d youth adray ; 

The day the rebel clans appear’d, 

O had he never feen that day ! 

Their colours and their fafli he were. 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 

And now he muE that death endure. 

Which gives the brave the kcenefl wound. 

How pale was then his true-love’s cheek. 

When Jemmy’s fentence reach’d her ear ! 

For never yet did Alpine fnows 
So pale, or yet fo chill appear, 

V/ith faultering voice, fhe weeping faid. 

Oh Dawfon, monarch of my Heart ; 

Think not thy death fhall end our loves. 

For thou and I will never part. 

Yet 
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Tet might fweet mercy find a place. 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes; 

O George, without a prayer for thee. 

My onzons fliould never clofe. 

The gracious prince that gave him life. 

Would crown a never-dying Bame; 

And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to Hip the giver's name. 

But though he jfhould be dragg'd in fcorn 
To yonder ignominious tree; 

He fhall not want one condant friend 
To ihare the cruel fates' decree. 

O then her mourning-coach was call'd. 

The fledge mov’d flovvly on before ; 

Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not lov’d her favourite more. 

She follow'd him, prepar'd to view 
The terrible behefts of law; 

And the lalt fcene of Jemmy's woes. 

With calm and Hedfaft eye fhe faw, 

Bifiprted was that blooming face, 

■#Mch file had fondly lov'd fo long; 

And jlifled was that tuneful breath. 

Which in her praife had fweetly fung. 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck. 

Round which her arms had fondly clos'd; 

And mangled was that beauteous breaB, 

On which her love-fick head repos'd^ 

Mi 
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And ravifn’d was that confrant hearty, 

She did to every heart prefer ; 

Por though it could its King forget, 

’Twas true and loyal hill to her. 

Amid thofe unrelenting flames. 

She bore this conflant heart to fee ; 

But when ’twas moiildei’d into dull. 

Yet, yet, fne cry’d, I follow Lheo. 

My death, my death alone can fnew 
The pure, the laPdng love I bore ; 

.^*ccept, O heaven! of wees like ours. 

And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal feene was o’er and pair. 

The lover’s mournful hearfe retir’d; 

The maid drew back her languid head. 

And, fighing forth his name, expir’d. 

Though juilice ever mud prevail, 

'Phe tear my Kitty flieds, is due ; 

Fcr fcldom full (he hear a tale 
So fad, fo tender, yet fo true, 

A Padoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. i pT-:. 

« Arbuda humilefque myricre.” Vnt g. 

L ABSENCE. 

r fhepherds fo chearful and gay, 

Whofe docks never carclefsly roam; 

Should Corydon’s happen to fray. 

Oh I crdl the poor wanderers home. 


Allow 
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Jillow me to mufe and to iigh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye iiiid; 
None once was fo watchful as I ; 

I have left my dear PMIlis behind. 

Now I know what it is^ to have Urove 
tVitli the torture of doubt and deiire; 
What it is to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my fiock in the morn. 

And the damps of each evening repel; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

— I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 

Since Phillis vouchfaf me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine : 

May I lofe both my pipe and my croolc, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

I priz’d every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas’d me before; 
Put now they are paft, and I figh ; 

And I grieve that I priz’d them no more. 

But why do I languifh in vain; 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 

•Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is down 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray’d, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 


When 
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When forc’d the fair nymph to forego. 

What ang-uilh 1 felt at my heart 1 

Y et I thought — but it might not be fo — 

’Twas with pain that flie faw me depart. 

She gaz’d, as I llowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difeern ; 

So fvveetly Ihe bad me adieu, 

I thought that flie bade me return. 

The Pilgrim that journeys all day 
To viht fome far-diftant flirine. 

If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely remov’d from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe. 

Soft hope is the relique I 'bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 

IL HOP E. 

Ik ^ y banks they are furnifli’d with bees, 

Whofe murmur invites one to deep ; 

My grottos are fliaded with trees. 

And my hills are white over with Iheep. 

1 feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains bellow ; 

My fountains all border’d with mofs. 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

Not 
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Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

Bat with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 

Not a beech’s more beautiful green. 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around., 

Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

•More charms than my cattle unfold ; 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fifiies of gold. 

One would, think fhe might like to retire 
To the bower I have labour’d to rear> 

Not a fiirub that I heard her admire. 

But I hafied and planted it there. 

0 how Bidden the jefiamine firove 
With the lilac to render it gay I 

Already it calls for my love. 

To prune the wild branches away. 

from the plains, from the woodlands and groves. 
What drains of wild melody flow ! 

How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of rofes that blow ! 

And when her bright form fiiall appear. 

Each bird lhall harmonioully join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

- As^ — ffie may not be fond to refign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 

But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will fay ’twas a barbarous deed- 

lot 
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For lie ne’er could be true, Ibe aver’d. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov’d her the more when I heard 
Such tendernefs fall from, her tongue, 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 
How that pity was due to — a dove ; 

That it ever attended the bold ; 

And fhe call’d it the fider of love. 

But her words fuck a pleafure convey » 

So much I her accents adore. 

Let her fpeak, and whatever ihe fay, 

Methinks I Ihould love her the more* 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 
Unmov’d, when her Corydon fighs ! 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley deipife ^ 

Dear regions of Hence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 

Where I could have pleafmgly dray’d. 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleale*. 

But where does my FhylHda dray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the Ihepherds as gentle as ours ? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as dne; 

The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their bve is not equal to mine. 


III, SO. 
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IIL SOLICITUDE^ 


T HY will you my paffion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I fhew you the charms of my love. 


She is fairer than you can believe. 
Willi her mien fhe enamours the brave ; 

With her wit fhe engages the free ; 
With her raodefly pleafes the grave ; 
She is every way pleafing to me. 


Q you that have been of her train. 

Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

I could lay down my life for the fwain. 

That vvill fmg but a fong in her praife. 
When lie fmgs, may the nymphs of the town? 

Come trooping, and lillen the while ; 

Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 

— ‘But 1 cannot allow her to fmile. 


For when Paiide! tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance, 

h!ight file ruin the peace of my mind I 
In ringlets he dreffes his hair. 

And his crook is befludded around ; 

And Ills pipe — oh my Phyllis bev/are 
Of a magic there is in the found. 

'Tis 
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’Tis his with mock pafilon to glow 
’Tis his in fmooth talcs to unfold. 

How her face is as bright as the fnow. 

And her bofom, be fure, is as cold. 

How the nightingales labour the fcrain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 

How they vary their accents in vain. 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.^^ 

To the grove or the gaiden he Jftrays, 

And pillages every fvveet; 

Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 
He throws it at Phyllis’s feet. 

« O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair. 

More fwcet than the jelTamine’s flower I 

What are pinks in a morn, to compare ? 

What is eglantine, after a fliower ? 

Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is depriv’d of its bloom ; 

Then the violets die with defpight. 

And the wood-bines give up their perfume.’^ 

Thus glide the foft numbers along. 

And he fancies no fhepherd his peer ; 

«— Y cL I never fhould envy the fong. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinth^ bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife : 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown’d> 

So they fnine not in Phyllis’s eyes. 

The 
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The language that flows from the heart, 
Is a ftranger to ParidePs tongue ; 

- — Yet may fhe beware of his art, 

Or fare 1 mull envy the fong. 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 

^ E fhepherds, give ear to my lay. 

And take no more heed of my flieep: 
They have nothing to do but to flray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 

Y et do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my palflon begun ; 

She fmil’d — and I could not but love ; 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee. 

That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 
By a (wain more engaging than me. 

Ah ! love every hope can infpire ; . 

It banilhes wifdom the while ; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn’d with a fmile. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

y et that witnefs the woes I endure ; 

Let reafon inftru^l you to Ihun 
What it cannot inflrus^ you to cure. 

Von, LIX. ‘M 


Beware 
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Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 
How fair, and how fickle, they be. 

Alas 1 from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repofe. 

y et time may diminifii the pain : 

The fiower, and the ihrub, and the tree. 

Which I rear’d for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring fiream. 

The peace which from folitude flows. 
Henceforth lhall be Corydon’s theme. 

High tranfpoj'ts are ihewn to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our own ; 

Fate never beflow’d fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

0 ye woods, fpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepeft recefles I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beafis of the chace ,* 

I would vamfli from every eye. 

Yet my reed fhall refound through the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 

How Ihe fmil’d, and I could not but iovi 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone I ® 
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PIECES OF HUMOUR^ 

FLIRT and PHILj 
A Decifion for the Ladies* 

A Wit, by learning well refin’d, 

A beau, but of the rural kind. 

To Sylvia made pretences; 

They both profefs’d an equal love; 
y et hop’d, by different means to move 
Her judgment, or her fenfes. 

Young fprighdy Flirt, of blooming mien. 

Watch’d the beft minutes to be feen ; 

Went — when Ms glafs advis’d him ; 

While meagre Phil of books enquir’d ; 

A wight, for wit and parts admir’d ; 

And witty ladies priz’d him. 

Sylvia had wit, had fpirits too; 

To hear the one, the other vie^v, 

Suipended held the Icales : 

Her wit, her youth too, claim’d its fliare. 

Let none the preference declare. 

But turn up«-*-heads or tmls. 

Mz 
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Stanzas to tbe' Memory of an agreeable 
i A D Y, buried in Marriage to a Perfon unde- 
fer ving her. 

5 WAS always held, and ever wilb 
'*• By fage mankind, difcreeter, 

T’ anticipate a lelTer ill. 

Than undergo a greater* 

When mortals dread difeafes, pain. 

And langui£hing conditions ; 

Who don’t the lelTer ills fuftain 
Of phyfic and— phyficians ? 

Rather, than lofe his whole eftate. 

He that but little wife is. 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and excifes. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone 
For loll fhips not requiting: 

This bears our noble king, to ilium 
The lofs of blood— in fighting ! 

With numerous ills, in fingle life. 

The foachelor^s attended : 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife — 

And much the cafe is mended ! 

Poor Gratia in her twentieth year. 

Fore-feeing futm^ woe, 

Chofe to attend a monkey here. 

Before am ape below; 


COLE- 
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C O L E M I R A. 

A Culinary Eclogue. 

Nec tantum Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culinae.’’ 

IGHT^s fable clouds had half the globe o^erfpread. 
And filence reign’d, and folks were gone to bed: 
When love, which gentle ileep can ne’er infpire. 

Had feated Damon by the kitchen fire. 

Penfive lie lay, extended on the ground ; 

The little lares kept their vigils round; 

The fawning cats compafiionate his cafe. 

And pur around, and gently lick his face ; 

To all his plaints the flecping curs reply. 

And with hoarfe fnorings imitate a iigh. 

Such gloomy fcenes with lovers’ minds agree. 

And folitude to them is bed fociety. 

Could I (he cry’d) exprefs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and weil-wafh’d face; 
Thou wouldd, Colemira, grant what I implore. 

And yield me love, or wafii thy face no more. 

All ! who can fee, and feeing not admire. 

Whene’er flie fets the pot upon the fire I 
Her hands out-lhine the fire, and redder things ; 

Her eyes are blacker than the pots Ihe bring s. 

But fure no chamber-damfel can compare. 

When in meridian ludre ihines my fair, 

M3 


When 
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When warm’d with dinner’s toil, in pearly rills, 

Adown her goodly cheek the Iweat dikills. 

Oh I how I long, how ardently delire. 

To view thofe rofy fingers firike the lyre ! 

For late, when bees to change their climes began. 

How did I fee them thrum the frying-pan ! 

With her ! I lliould not envy George his queen. 
Though Ihe in royal grandeur deck’d be feen : 

Whim rags, juk fever’d from my fair one’s gown. 

In rulfet pomp and grealy pride hang down. 

Ah I now it does my drooping heart rejoice. 

When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice T 
How would that voice exceed the village bell ; 

W’ould that but fing, ^ I like thee paffing well !’^ 

When from the hearth Ihe bade the pointers go. 
How foft \ how eafy did her accents flow ! 

Get out, Ihe cry’d, when krangers come to fup, 

« One ne’er can raife thofe fnoring devils up,” 

Then, full of wrath, kie kick’d each lazy brute, 
Alas I I envy’d even that lalute ; 

’ fwas fure mifplac’d — Shock faid, or feem’d to fay> 
He had as Hef, I had the kick, as they. 

If Ihe the inykic bellows take in hand. 

Who like the fair can that machine command 
O may’k thou ne’er by Bolus be feen. 

For he wQu^d fure demand thee for his queen^ 

lut 
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But Ihould tlie flame this rouglier aid refufe^ 

And only gentler med’cines be of ufe j 

With full-blown cheeks fhe ends the doubtful ilrifc. 

Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life. 

Such arts as thefe, exalt the drooping fire. 

But in my bread: a fiercer flame infpire: 

I burn i 1 burn ! O 1 give thy puffing o’er ; 

And fwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips, no more ! 

With all her haughty looks, the time I’ve feen, 
Wken this proud damfel has more humble been. 

When with nice airs flie hoift the pan-cake round. 

And drop’d it, haplefs fair I upon the ground. 

Look, with what charming grace I what winning tricks ! 
The artful charmer rubs the candleilicks ! 

So bright fhe makes the candleilicks ilie handles. 

Oft have I faid, — there were no need of candles. 

But thou my fair ! who never wouldfl approve, 

Or hear the tender flory of my love ; 

Or mind, how burns my raging bread:,— a button — 
Perhaps art dreaming of — a bread: of mutton. 

Thus faid, and wept the fad defponding fwain. 
Revealing to the fable walls his pain ; 

But nymphs are free with thofe they fhould deny ; 

To thofe, they love, more exquifltely coy ! 

Now chirping crickets rmfe their tinkling voice. 

The lambent flames in languid flreams arlfe. 

And fmoke in azure folds evaporate and dies. 

M 4 The 
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The RAPE of the TRAP. 

A Ballad, 1737* 

5 W A S in a land of learning. 

The Mufes favourite city. 

Such ptanks of late 
Were play'd by a rat. 

As — tempt one to be witty. 

All in a college dudy. 

Where books were in great plenty 
This rat would devour 
bJorc fenfe in an hour, 

'Phan 1 cou’d write — ^in twenty* 

I'o^'poreal food, 'tis granted. 

Serves vermin lefs refin’d. Sir; 
ihil this, a rat of taile. 

All other rats farpafs'd ; 

A-td he prey’d on die food of the mind. Sir 
Ills bicakfail, half the morning. 

He ccnfiantly attended ; 

And when the bcU rung 
For everang fong. 

His dinner fcarce was ended ! 

He fp *r’d not ev’n heroics. 

On which we poets pride us ; 

And 
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And wou^d make no more 
Of king Arthur’s by the fcore. 

Than all the world beiide does, 
in books of geo-graphy. 

He made the maps to flutter : 

A fiver or a fea 

Was to him a difh of tea f 

And a kirgdom, bread and butter*. 

But if fome mavvkilh potion 
Might chance to over-dofe him. 

To check its rage^^ 

He tdok a page 

Of logic — to compofe him-— 

A trap, in hade and anger. 

Was bought, you need not doubt on’t^ 

And, fach was the gin. 

Where a lion once got in;. 

He could not, 1 think, get out on’t. 

With cheefc, not books, ’twas baited. 

The fad i’ll not belye it — 

Since none — Fli tell you tl^t— 

Whether fchoiar or rat 

Mind books, when he has other diet. 

But more of trap and bait. Sir, 

Why ihould I fing, or either ? 

^ By Bhekmore. 

Siiice 
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Since the rat, who knew the flight. 

Came in the dead of night. 

And draggM them away together : 

Both trap and bait were vanifhM, 

Through a fradure in the flooring;. 

Which, though fo trim 
It now may feem. 

Had then— a dozen or more in. 

Then anfwer this, ye fages I 
Nor deem a man to wrong ye. 

Had the rat which thus did feize on 
The trap, lefs claim to reafon. 

Than many a fcull among ye ? 

Dan Prior’s mice, I own it. 

Were vermin of condition ; 

But this rat who merely learn’d 
What rats alone concern’d. 

Was the greater politician. 

That England ’s topfy-turvy. 

Is clear from theie mifliaps, Sir ; 

Since traps we may determine. 

Will no longer take our vermin. 

But vermin ^ take our traps. Sir* 

Let fophs, by rats infefted. 

Then trufl: in cats to catch ’em ; 

* Written at the time of the Spanilh depredations. 

Left 
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Left they grow as learn’d as we. 

In our ftudies ; where, d’ ye iee. 

No mortal fits to watch ’em. 

Good luck betide our captains ; 

Good luck betide our cats. Sir: 

Andf grant that the one 
May quell the Spanifh Don, 

And the other deftroy our rats. Sir, 


On certain PASTORALS. 

Q O rude and tunclefs are thy lays, 

^ The weary audience vow, 

’Tis not th’ Arcadian Twain that fings. 

But ’tis his herds that low. 

On Mr. C of Kidder^minster’s Poetry, 

H Y verfes, friend, are Kidderiranfter * ftuiF, 

^ And I muft own you’ve meafur’d out enough. 

To the VIRTUOSOS. 

TT AIL, curious wights ! to whom fb fair 
^ ^ The form of mortal Hies is 1 
Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare. 

Which common fenle defpifes. 

* Famous for a coarfe wooHen manuf 3 <fture. 

Whether 
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Whether o’er hill, morafs, or mound. 

You make your fportfman failles ; 

Or that your prey in gardens found 
Is urg’d through walks and alleys, 

y et, in the fury of the chace. 

No Hope could e’er retard you ; 

Bleft if one fiy repay the race. 

Or painted wings reward you. 

Fierce as Camilla o’er the plain 
Purfucd the glittering Granger; 

Still cy’d the purple’s plealing ftam. 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

’’Tis you difpenfe the favourite meat 
To nature’s filmy people ; 

Know what conferves they chufe to eat. 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of infedls dies. 

You fage affifiance lend her; 

Can fioop to pimp for amorous flies. 

And help them to engender. 

’Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 

And when the birth ’s at hand. 

Exerting your obfletric power. 

Prevent a mothlcfs land. 

y et oh ! howe’er your towering view 
Above grofs objects rifes, 

Whate’er refinements you purfue. 

Hear, what a friend advifes : 


A friend. 
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A friend, who, weigh’d with yours, mull prize 
Domitian’s idle paffion; 

That wrought the death of teazing flies. 

But ne’er their propagation# 

Let Flavin’s eyes more deeply warm, 
hfor thus your hearts determine. 

To flight dame nature’s faireft form 
And figh for nature’s vermin. 

And fpeak with fome refpeft of beaux, . 

Nor more as triiiers treat ’em : 

’Tis better learn to fave one’s cloaths. 

Than cherilli moths, that eat ’em. 


The Extent of COOKERY.. 


Aliufqire et idem.” 


HEN Tom to Cambridge lirfl: was fent, 
A plain brown bob he wore; 

Read much, and look’d as though he meant 
To be a fop no more. 


See him to Lincoln’s Inn repair. 
His refcflution flag ; 

He cherifhes a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag# 

Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards. 
But gets into the houfe. 

And foon a judge’s rank rewards 
His pliant votes and bows* 


Adka 
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Adieu, ye bobs ! ye bags, give place ! 

F ull bottoms come inftead ! 

Good Lord ! to fee the various ways 
Of dreifing— a calve’s head ? 


The pROGRE-ss of ADVICE^ 

A Common Case. 

Suade, nam certum elt.’’ 

g A Y S Richard to Thomas (and feem’d half afraid) 
" I am thmkmg to marry thy miftrefs’s maid; 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is weU known, 

I will do ’t if thou bidll me, or let it alone. 

Nay don’t make a jeft on’t; ’tis no jell to me; 

For ’faith I’m in eamell, fopr’ythee be free. 

I have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her. 
But I’d have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to her.” 

Said Thomas to Richard, “ To {peak my opinion. 
There is not fuch a bitch in king George’s dominion. 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew’ll her as I do. 

Thou wouldll chufe out a whipping-poll, firll to be ty Id to. 

She’s peevilh, fee’s thievife, fee’s ugly, fee’s old. 

And a liar, and a fool, and a Hut, and a fcdd.” 

Next day Richard hallen’d to church and was wed. 

And ere night had inform’d her what Thomas hadfaid. 

A BAL- 
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A BALLAD. 

" TraHt fua quemque voluptas.’^ 

17 ROM Lincoln to London rode fortli our young fquire, 
^ To bring down a wife, whom the fwains might admire : 
Rut, in fpite of whatever the mortal could fay. 

The goddefs objeded the length of the way I 
To give up the opera, the park, and the ball. 

For to view the Hag’s horns in an old country-hall; 

To have neither China nor India to fee ! 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning — ^not Ihe ! 

To forfake the dear play-houfe,Quin,Garrick,andCIive, 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 

To forego the full box for his lonefbme abode, 

O heavens ! flie fhould faint, fhe fliould die on the road; 
To forego the gay falhions and geHures of France, 

And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance. 

And Harlequin too !— ^twas in vain to require it; 

And Ihe wonder’d how folks had the face to dehre it. 
She might yield to refign the fweet-Hngcrs of Ruckholt, 
Where the citizen-matron feduces her cuckold ; 

But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall. 

And the mulic, the lamps, and the glare of VauxhaH* 

To be fure ihe could breathe no where elfe but in town. 
Thus ihe talk’d like a wit, and he look’d like a clown; 
But the while honeH Harry defpair’d txj fuocee<L ^ 

A coach with a coronet trail’d her to TweeA 

SLIN- 
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SLENDER^s Ghoft. Vide Shakespear* 

pENEATHa church-yard yew. 

Decay’d and worn with age. 

At duik of eve methought I fpy’d 

Poor Slender’s ghoft, that whimpering cryed, 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Ye gentle bards ! give ear ! 

Who talk of amorous rage. 

Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe. 

Come learn of me to weep your woes : 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page i 

'Why fliould fuch labour’d ftrains 
Your formal Mufc engage ? 

I never di earn’d of flame or dart. 

That fir’d my breaft or pierc’d my hearty 
But figh’d, O fweet Anne Page I 

And you 1 whofe love-fick minds 
No med’cine can aifuage ! 

Accufe the leech’s art no more. 

But le^rn of Slender to deplore ; 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And ye I whofe fouls are held, 

Like linnets in a cage ! 

Who talk of fetters, links, and chains. 

Attend and imitate my ftrains ? 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And 



levities 




-And you who boaffc or grieve. 

What horrid wars we wage ! 

Of wounds receiv’d from many an eye; 
y et mean as I do, when I figh, 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page I 

Heilce every fond conceit 
Of Ihepherd or of fage ; 

'^Tis Slender’s voice, ’ds Slender’s way 
ExpreHes all you have to fay, 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page i 


The INVIDIOUS- Mart. 

Fortune ! if my prayer of old 
Was ne’er folicitous for gold. 

With better grace thou may’ll allow 
My fuppliant wilh, that afks it now. 

Yet think not, goddefs ! I require it 
For the fame end your clowns deiire it. 

In a well-made efiedual ilring. 

Fain would I fee Lividio fwing ! 

Hear him, from Tyburn’s height haranguingr 
But fuch a cur’s not worth one’s hanging. 
Give me, O goddefs ! flore of pelf. 

And he will tye the knot iumfelf. 

VoL. LIX. N 


The 
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The Price of an EQUIPAGE- 

Servum fi potes. Ole, non habere, 

Et regem poses. Ole, non habere*’’ M a r t- 

T Afic’d a friend amidd the throng. 

Whole coach it was that trail’d along : 

The gilded coach there — don’t ye mind ? 

That with the footmen dock behind.” 

O Sir 1 fays he, wlmt I han’t you feen it ? 

’Tis Damon’s coach, and Damon in it. 

’Tis odd, methinks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and — what not ! 
Your old acquaintance Damon 1 — True ; 

But faith his equipage is new.” 

Blefs me, faid I, where can it end ? 

What madnefs has pofTcfs’d my friend ? 

Four powder’d flaves, and thofe the tailed. 

Their domachs doubtiefs not the fmaHed ! 

Can Damon’s revenue maintain 
In lace and food, fo large a train f 
I know his land — each inch of ground-* 

’Ils not a mile to walk it round^ — 

If Damon’s whole edate can bear 
To keep Ms lad and cme-horfe chair, 

1 own ’tis pad my comprehendon.” 

Yes, Sir, but Daimon has a pendon — 


Thus 
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Tliu^ does falfe ambidoE rule us. 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us; 
To keep a race of flickering knaves. 
He grows himfelf the word: of flaves. 


Hint from VOITURE, 

I E T So! Ms annual journeys run. 

And when the radiant talk is done, 

Confefs, through all the Globe, ’twould pofe him® 
To match the charms that Celia fliews him* 

And ihould he boafl he once had feen 
As jult a form, as bright a mien, 
y et mufl: it Ml for ever pofc him. 

To match—what Celia never fliews him. 

INSCRIPTION, 

To the memory 
Of A. L. Efquire, 

JulHce of the peace for this county; 

Who, in the whole courfe of his pilgrimage 
Through a trifling ridiculous world, 
MaintMning his proper dignity, 
Notwithftanding the feoffs of iU-difpofed perfons# 
And wits of the age,. 

That ridiculed Ms behaviour. 

Or cenfured Ms breeMng; 

N 


Fol- 
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Following the didlates of nature, 

Deiiring to eafe the alHided, 

Eager to fet the prifoners at liberty. 
Without having for his end 
The noife, or report fuch things generally caufe 
in the world, 

(As he was fcen to perfoim them of none) 

But the foie relief and happinefs 
Of the party in dillrefs j 
Himfelf refling eafy, 

V/hen he could render that fo ; 

Not griping, or pinching himfelf. 

To hoard up fuperflaities ; 

Not coveting to keep in his poiTeffion 
What gives more difquictude, than pleafure ; 
But charitably difFuiing it 
To all round about him : 

Making the mofl forrowful countenance 
I’o fmile 
In his prefence ; 

Always bellowing more than he was alked. 
Always imparting before he was defired; 

Not proceeding in this manner 
Upon every trivial fuggellion. 

But the mOll mature and folcmn deliberation; 
With an incredible prefence and undauntednels 
of mind; 

With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 
of face ; 


Biddinjg 
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Bidding loud defiance 
To politenefs and the fafiiion> 

Dared let a f— -t* 

To a FRIEND. 

T T A V E you ne’er {een^ my gentle r<]iuire> 
The humours of your kitchen fire ? 

Says Ned to Sal, I lead a fpade. 

Why don’t ye play ? — the girl’s afraid— 

Play fomething — any thmg — ^but play— 

’Tis but to pafs the time away — 

Phoo — how ihe (lands — biting her nails — 

As though (he play’d for half her vails — 

Sorting her cards, hagling and picking — 

We play for nothing, do us, chicken ? — 

That card will do — ’blood never doubt it. 

It’s not worth while to think about it*” 

Sal thought, and thought, and mifs’d her aim> 
And Ned, ne’er (ludying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, ’tis wondrous true. 

That verfe is but a game at loo. 

While many a bard, that (hews fo clearly 
He writes for his amufenxent merely. 

Is known to lludy,,, I'ret, and toil ; 

And play for nothing, all the while : 

Or praife at mod ; for wreaths of yore 
Ne’er fignify’d a fartlung more : 

Ns 


Till 
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Til!, having vainly toil’d to gain it. 

He fees your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant feenes the trifier roves. 

And hallo. /d haunts that Pheebus loves: 

Where with flrange heats his bofom glows. 

And inyitic flames the God beftows. 

Yon now none other flame require, 

Tiia.i a good blazing parlour fire ; 

Write veifes — ^to defy the feorners. 

In fr.it-houfes and chimney coiners. 

^ . ..ind her deep-laid ichsmes were vain*— 

Till caids are cat— come deal again— 

Ho poi.J comes on it when one lingers— 

- il pi tne cards come next my fingers—- 
l'r::a,.e could never let Ned loo her, 

V/ii'in flie had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins ?— why, ftiU the fame— 

— Vi cjTiI htis ioA cinotlioi 

“ i’ve donej (Ihe mutter’d) I was faying. 

It Cad not argufy my playing, 
ooinc folks will win, tliey cannot chufc;, 
i>-it think or not think — ^fome mull: iofe. 

I ircyv have won a game or fo- 

Lul 'then it was an age age 

it no er v/ill be my lot again — 
i ’• on It of a baby then — 

O.'/e me an ace of trumps and fee^ 

Ucr Is^ed wHl beat me with a three" 

^is 
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®Tis all by luck that things are carry’d — 
He’ii fiifFer for it, when he’s marry ’d.” 

Thus Sal, with tears in eidier eye ; 
While vi6lor Ned fat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your fuccefs. 

And bent to write and Hudy lefs. 

Sate down, and fcribbled in a trice, 

Jull: what you fee-— and you defpife. 

You, who can frame a tuneful fong> 
And hum it as you ride along ; 

And, trotting on the king’s high-way. 
Snatch from the hedge a fprig of bay; 
Accept this verfe, howe’er it hows. 

From one that is your friend in profe. 

What is this wreath, fo green 1 fo fah ! 
Which many wifh, and few muH wear ? 
Which fome men’s indolence can gain. 

And fome men’s vigils ne’er obtain ? 

For what mull Sal or poet fue. 

Ere they engage with Ned or you ? 

For luck in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

Ah no I ’tis genius gives you fame, 

Ai^d Ned, through Udil, fecures the game* 


N4 


TW 
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The POET and the DUN. 1741. 
Thefe are meiTengers 

« That feelingly perfuade me what lam.” S h a k.e s p. 
^OMSS a dun in the morning and raps at my door— 

I made bold to call — ’tis a twelvemonth andenore— . 
I’m forry, believe me, to trouble you thus. Sir,— 

But Job would be paid. Sir, had Job been a mercer.” 
Myfiieodhavc but patience— « Ay thefe are yourways.’* 
I h.tve got bat one Ihilling to ferve me two days— 

Bi‘t Sir ^pr’yihee take it, and tell your attorney. 

If i han’t paid your bill, I have paid for your journey. 

Well, now thou art gone, kt me govern my paffion. 
And calmly confider— confider ? vexation ! 

What whore that muft paint, and muft put on falfe locks. 
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox ! 

What beggar’s wife’s nephew, now ftarv’d,’ and now 
bk-aten, 

mo, wanting to e.nt, fears himfelf fliall be eaten! 

W’kat porter, what turn.'pit, can deem his cafe hard! 

Gr v/lutdan boad of patience that thinks of a bard! 
Wed, t illcaveilus poor trade, tor no trade can be poorer, 
I'urn Ihoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 

G-t love, and refpctl:, and good living, and pelf„ 

And dun fome poor dog of a poet myfelf. 

O'. As credtt, however, of courfe wingrow better; 
lleic enters the fjotman, and brings me a letter. 

" D;ar Sir ! I receiv’d your obliging epiftle, 
tour lame is iecure— bid the aitics go whiffle. 
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I read over with wonder the poem you lent Me-; 

And I mull: fpeak your praifes, no foul fball prevent me*. 
The audience, believe me, cry’d out every line 
Was ftrong, was afFeding, was juft, was divine ; 

All pregnant, as gold is,, with worth, weight, and beauty. 
And to hide fiich a genius was- — far from your duty. 

J forefee that the court will be hugely delighted : 

Sir Richard, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye ; 

I could fay much more, but you're modeft, I fpare ye,” 
Quite fir’d wkh the flattery, 1 call for my paper. 

And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my taper: 

I fcribble till morn, wdien, with wi-ath no fmali* flora. 
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door*. 

Ah I friend, ’tis but idle to make fuch a pother. 

Fate, fate has ordain’d us to plague one another^” 


Written at an Inn at Henley., 

O thee, fair freedom ! I retire^ 

^ From flattery, cards,, and dice, and din 
Nor art thou found- in manfions higher 
Than the low cott, or humble inn, 

^Tis here with boundlefs power I reign 
And every health which I begin. 

Converts dull port to bright champaignrj. 
Such freedom crowns it, at ankn*. 


1 % 
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I % from pomp, I fly frojn , 

I fly from falfehood’s fpecioiis grim f 
Freedom I love, and form I hate. 

And chufe my lodgings at an inn. 


Here, waiter! take my fordid ore 
Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win^ 
It buys, wbat courts have not in fiore • 

It buys me freedom at an inn. ^ 

Whoe’er has travel’d life’s duH round, 
Wtoe’er h^ ftages may have heea, 

May flgh to think he ftill has found 
The warmed welcome, at an inn. 


A SIMILE. 

"V^hat village hut has fometime feen 
The clumfy lhape, the frightful mien 
Tremendous claws, and lhagged Lr, 
tit that grim brute yclept a bear? 

He from his dam, the learn’d agree. 
Receiv’d the curious form you fee • 

Produc’d a vifage— like her own— . 

And thus they hint, in myftic falhion. 

The powerful force of education * - 
Perhaps yon crowd of fwains is viewing 
E en now, the fcange exploits of Bruin; 

• Of a fond matron's cdncatio& 


Who 



So have I known an aukward lad^ 
Whofe birth has made a padlh glad> 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam. 

And taught by kind mamma at home ; 
Who gives him many a wdl-try’d rule,. 
With ways and means^ — to play the fooL 
In fenfe the fame, in Hature higher. 

He fhines, ere long, a rural fquire. 

Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears. 
And bawls, and drinks, but chieiiy dares t 
His tenants of fuperior fenfe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence ; 

And deem the padime I ’m relating. 

To be as pleafant, as bear-baiting. 


The CHARMS of PRECE1>£MCE1 

A TALE. 

IR, will yoii |^eafe to walk before 
— No, pray Sir — you are next the door;. 
Upon mine honour, I ^11 not iir — 

Sir, I hu at home, conMer, Sir — - 
Excufe me. Sir, I not go fird.*^ 

Well, if I mud be nde, I mud— « 

But.yet I wilh 1 could evade it — 

Tis drangely clowaifli, be perfuaded— 
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Go forward, cits ! go forward, fquires ! 

Nor fcruple each> what each admires. 

Life fquares nor, friends, with your proceeding ^ 
It flies, while you difplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one^s granam preaches. 

Or fomc old dancing-mailer teaches. r 

O for feme rude tumultuous fellow. 

Half crazy, or, at leail, half mellow^ 

To come behind you unawares. 

And fairly pufh you both down flairs ! 

But death ’s at hand — let me advife ye. 

Go forwaid, fiends 1 or he ’ll furprize ye, 
BeEdes, how infincere you are ! 

Do ye not fatter, lye, forfwear. 

And daily cheat, and weekly pray. 

And all for this — to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove;;> 
That though we drink, or game, or love. 

As that or this is mofl in fafhion. 

Precedence ii. our ruling pafTion. 

When college- fludents take degrees, 

And pay the beadle’s endlefs fees. 

What moves that feientife body. 

Bat the nrd cutting at a gawdy ? 

A’- i •¥ lonce fuch ihoals, in bare conditions, 
d ^hzrve and laiguifn as phyficians, 

L'or.:-'.r to trudge the flreets, and flare at 
The fat apothecary’s chariot? 

Biiu tliat, ia Chariot’s chamber (fee 
Ivlclicre’s iMedicia malgre lui”) 


The 
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The leach, howe’er his fortunes vary, 

Still walks before th’ apothecary. 

Flavia in vain has wit and charms. 

And all that dimes, and all that warms ; 

In vain all human race adore her, 

For^Lady Mary ranks before her, 

O Celia, gentle Celia ! tell us. 

You who are neither vain nor jealous ! 

The fofted bread, the milded mien ! 

Would you not feel fome little Ipleen, 

Nor bite your lip nor furl your brow. 

If Florimel, your equal now. 

Should, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 

Fird ferv’d — though in a dilk of codec ? 

Plac’d drd, although, where you are found. 

You gain the eyes of all around? 

Nam’d fird, though not with half the fame. 

That waits my charming Celia’s name ? 

Hard fortune i barely to infpire 
Our fix’d edeem, and fond defire I 
Barely, where’er you go, to prove 
The fource of univerfal love !— 

Yet be content, obferving this. 

Honour ’s the odspring of caprice: 

And worth, howe’er you have purfued 
Has now no power— but to exclude it. 

You ’ll find your general reputation 
A kind of fiipplemental datbn. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne’er. 

He tells us, hope to rife a Peer; 

So, 
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So, to fupply it, wrote for famer 
And well the wit fecur’d his aim* 

A common patriot has a drift. 

Not quite fa innocent as Swift : 

In Britain’s caufe he rants, he labours^; 

He ’s honeft, faith” — ^have patience, neighl^ours® 
For patriots may fometimes deceire. 

May beg their friends’ reludant leave. 

To ferve them in a higher fpherc ; 

And drop their virtue, to get there. — 

As Lucian tells us, in his falhion. 

How fouls put off each earthly paffion. 

Ere on Elyfium’s fiowery ftrand 
Old Charon fuffer’d them to land; 

So ere we a court’s careies. 

No doubt our fouls mut change their dreffes: 

And foals there be» who, bound that way. 

Attire themfelves ten times a day. 

If then ’tis rank which all men covet. 

And faints alike and finners love it ; 

If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few- can get along ; 

For which fuch fervik toils are feen. 

Who ’s happier than a king I— a^ueen® < 

Howe’er men aim at elevation^ 

’Tis properly a female paffioa: 

Women, and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charm’d with rank’s extatic pleafure® 

S,k, if j&m drift I lightlj fcan^ 

You ’d hint a beau was nc^ a man: 
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Say, women tkon are fond of places; 

I wave all difpittable cafes* 

A man perhaps would fomething linger. 

Were his lovM rank to coft-s-a finger ; 

Or were an ear or toe the price on % 

He ^ight deliberate once or twice on k; 

Perhaps alk Gataker’s advice on ’t. 

And many, as their frame grows old. 

Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 

But women wifh precedence ever; 

’Tis their whole life’s fupreme endeavour; 

It fires their youth with jealous rage. 

And ftrongly animates their age. 

Perhaps they would not fell out-right, 

Or maim a limb— that was in fight; 

Yet on worfe terms they fometimes chufe it; 

Nor ev’n in punifiiments refufe it. 

Pre-eminence in pain, you cry ! 

All fierce and pregnant with reply. 

But lend your patience, and your ear. 

An argument fiiall make it clear. 

But hold, an argument may fail, 

Befide my title fay% a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her wiiKling team, 

Avon, the Mufcs* teourite theme ! 

Avon, that fills the farmers^ imrfes. 

And decks wi& lowers both farms and Terfe% 
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For ’tis in Evelham’s vale, or near it. 

That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The foil with annual plenty* ble£ 

Was by young Cory don polTeft. 

His youth alone I lay before ye. 

As moft material to my ftory : 

For ftrength and vigour too, he had them. 

And ^twere not much amifs, to add them. 

Thrice happy lout I whofe wide domain 
Now* green with grafs, now gilt with grainy 
In ruifet robes of clover deep. 

Or thinly veil’d, and white with fheep ; 

Now fragrant with the bean’s perfume. 

Now purpled with the pulfe’s bloom. 

Might well with bright allufion flore me ; 

— But happier bards have been before me ! 

AmongH the various year’s increafe. 

The ftrippling own’d a field of peafe; 

Which, when at night he ceas’d his labours. 

Were haunted by fome female neighbours. 

Each morn dlfcover’d to his fight 
The fhameful havock of the night: 

Traces of this they left behind them. 

But no inftru£Eons where to find them. 

The Devil’s works are plain and evil, 

But few or none have feen the Devil. 

Old indeed, if we may credit 
The words ofEchard, who has faid it. 

Contriv’d with Satan how to fool us ; 

And bargain’d face to face to rule 

But 
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But then old Noll was one in ten. 

And fought him more than other men. 

Our Ihepherd too, with like attention. 

May meet the female fends we mention. 

He rofe one morn at break of day, 

Andnicar the field in ambulh lay : 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears. 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling, amidfi: the peafe, the finners 
Sate down to cull their future dinners ; 

And, caring little who might own them. 

Made free as though themfelves had fown them. 

’Tis worth a fage’s obfervation 
How love can make a jefi: of pafiion. 

Anger had forcM the fwain from bed. 

His early dues to love unpaid ! 

And love, a god that keeps a pother. 

And will be paid one time or other. 

Now banifli’d anger out of door ; 

And claim’d the debt withheld before. 

If anger bid our youth revile. 

Love form’d his features to a fmile ; 

And knowing well ’twas all grimace. 

To threaten with a fmiling face. 

He in few words exprefs’d Ms mind— ^ 

And none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, for their offence. 

Demanded inflant recompcnce : 

Von. LIX. O Thti 
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That recompence from each, which iharae 
Forbids a baihfd Mufe to name, 

Y et, more this fentence to difcover, 

^Twas what Bet ^ * grants her lover. 

When he, to make the Erumpet willing. 

Has fpent his fortune—to a fhiliing. 

Each Hood a while, as ’twere fufpended, 
And loth to do, what — each intended. 

At length, with foft pathetic fighs. 

The matron, bent with age, replies 
’Tis vain to flrivc — juflice, I know. 

And our ill liars, will have it fo — 

But let my tears your wrath afiuagc. 

And fhew fome deference for age I 
I from a diilant village came. 

Am old, God knows, and fomething lame 5 
And if we yield, as yield we mull, 

Bifpatch my crazy body firE. 

Our fhepherd, like the Phrygian fwain. 
When circled round on Ida’s plain 
With goddelTes he flood fufpended. 

And Pallas’s grave fpeech was ended, 

Om’d what Ihe afk’d might be Ms duty; 

But paid the compliment to beauty. 


ODE 
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ODE to be performed by Dr. Brettle, and 
a Chorus of Hales-owen Citizens* 

The Inflirumental Part, a Viol d* Amour* 

, AIR by the Doctor. 

A W AK E ! I fay, awake good people ! 

And be for once alive and gay ; 

Come let ’s be merry; flir the tipple; 

How can you deep. 

Whim I do play ? how can you deep. See. 

CHORUS of Citizens. 

Pardon, O ! pai'don, great muiician I 
On drowfy fouls fome pity take I 
For wondrous hard is our condition. 

To drink thy beer. 

Thy drains to hear; 

To drink. 

To hear. 

And keep awake 1 

S O L O by the Doctor. 

Hear but this drain — ^twas made by Handel, 
A wight of Ikill, and judgment deep I 
Zoonters they ’re gone — Sal, bring a candle— 
No, here is one, and he ’s afleep, 

D U E T T E, 

Dr.— How could they go Soft mufic. 

Whild I do play? 

Sal.— How could they go I Warlike mufic. 

How ihould they day ? 

O z CUPID 
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CUPID AND PLUTUS. 

in^ HEN Celia, Love’s eternal foe. 

To rich old Gomez firft was marry ’d; 

And angry Cupid came to know, ^ 

His ftiafts had err’d, his bow mifcarry’d; 

He ligh’d, he wept, he hung his head. 

On the cold ground, full fad, he laid him ; 

When Plutus, tlicrc by fortune led. 

In this defponding plight furvey’d him. 

And fare, he cry’d, you ’ll own at lafl 

Your boalled power by mine exceeded: 

Say, wretched boy, now all is pail. 

How little fhe your efforts heeded. 

If with fuccefs you wouhl affail. 

Gild, Youngder, doubly gild your arrows : 

Little the feather’d iliafts avail. 

Though wing’d from Mamma’s doves and fpar- 
rows. 

What though each reed, each arrow grew. 

Where Venus bath’d herfelf ; depend on ’t, 

*Twere more for ufe, for beauty too, 

A diamond Iparkled at the end on ’t. 

Peace, Flutus, peace I— the boy reply’d 5 
Were not my arts by your’s infelted, 

I could each other power deride. 

And rule this circle, unmoleHed. 

See 
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See yonder pair 1 no worldly views 
In Chloe’s generous breall redded : 

Love bade her the fpruce valet chufe. 

And fhe by potent love was guided. 

For this ! Ihe quits her golden dreams^ 

In her gilt coach no more jfhe ranges : 

And her rich crimfon^ bright with gems^, 

For cheeks impearPd with tears, jfhe changes* 

Though fordid Celia own’d your power. 

Think not fo mondrous my difgrace is : 

You gain’d this nymph — that very hour 
I gain’d a fcore in different places. 

EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of Cleone* 

ELL, ladies— fo much for the tragic Idle — 

^ ^ And now the cuilom is to make you fmile. 

To make us fmile 1 — ^methinks I hear you fay — 
Why, who can help it, at fo ilrange a play ? 

The Captain gone three years 1 — and then to blame 
The faultlefs coudud of his virtuous dame ! 

My liars i— what gentle belle would think it treafon. 
When thus provok’d, to give the brute fome reafon f 
Out of my houfe ! — this night, forfooth depart? 

A modern wife had faid — With all my heart— 

But think not, haughty Sii", i’il go alone ! 

Order your coach^ — condud me fafe to town — 

Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 

And pray take care mj pin-money be paid.” 

o 3 


Such 
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Such is the language of each modiih fair ; 

Y et memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modefty and truth 
Were deem’d additions to the charms of youth : 
When women hid their necks, and veil’d their faces,.- 
Nor romp’d, nor rak’d, nor Har’d at public places. 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces r 
Then plain domeftic virtues were the mode. 

And wives ne’er dreamt of happinefs abroad 5 
They lov’d their children, learnt no flaunting airs. 
But with the joys of wedlock mix’d the cares. 

Thofe limes are pafl— yet fure they merit praife. 

For marriage triumph’d in thofe golden days : 

By chafle decorum they affedlion gain’d ; 

By faith and fondnefs what they won, maintain’d. 

’Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thofe days again. 
And form anew the hearts of thoughtlefs men ; 
Make beauty’s luflre amiable as bright. 

And give the foul, as well as fenfe, delight ; 
Reclaim from folly a fantaflic age. 

That f&orns the prefs, the pulpit, and the flage* 

Let truth and tendernefs your breafts adorn. 

The marriage chain with tranfpoit fliall be worn ; 
Each blooming virgin rais’d into a bride 
Shall double ail their joys, their cares divide ; 
Alleviate grief, compofe the jars of flrife. 

And pour the balm that fweetens human life. 


MORAL 
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MORAL PIECES, 

The JUDGMENT of HERCULES. 

# 

^T^HILE blooming fpring defcends from genial ikies. 
By whofe mild influence infcant wonders rifei 
From whofe foft breath Elyfian beauties Ruw; 

The fweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe; 

Will Lyttelton the rural landikip range. 

Leave noify fame, and not regret the change ? 

Pleas’d wdl he tread the garden’s early fcenes, 

And learn a moral from the riling greens ? 

There, warm’d alike by Sol’s enlivening power. 

The weed, afpiring, emulates the flower: 

The drooping flower, its fairer charms difplay’d. 
Invites, from grateful hands, their generous aid : 

Soon, if none check th’ invahve foe’s deiigns. 

The lively liiftre of thefe feenes declines ! 

’Tis thus the fpring of youth, the mom of life. 

Rears in our minds the rival feeds of llrife. 

Then paffion riots, reafon then contends ; 

And, on the conqiuefl, every blifs depends : 

Life, from the nice decifion, takes its hue : 

And blefl thofe judges who decide like you I 
On worth like tlieirs fhall every blifs attend: 

The world their favourite, and the world their friend. 

O 4 1‘hcre 
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Theie are, who, blind to thought’s fatiguing ray^ 

As fortune gives examples, urge their way : 

]Mcr virtues foes^, though they her paths decline. 

And fcarce her fi lends, though with her friends they join. 
In her’s, or vice’s cafaai road advance 
Thoughtlefsj the linners or the faints of chancel 
Yet fome more nobly fcorn the viugar voice; 

With judgment fy, with zeal purfue their choice, 

Vv^hen ripen’d thought, when reaion born to reign. 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 

While puConh lawlefs tides, at their command, 

Chde through more ufcful trafts, and blefs.the land* 
Hapjpieir of thefc is he whofe matchlefs mind, 

Ilv learning Hrengthen’d, and by tafte refin’d, 
m Variae’b caufe eilay’d its earlicfl povvers ; 

Cnoie virtue’s paths, and llrew’d her paths with flowers, 
The flrfl alarm’d, if fjeedom waves her wings : 

The nttefr to adorn c:ich art flic brings : 

Lev’d by tiiu pihce whom e\ery virtue fires: 

Prai.’d by ti.at bard whom every Mufe infpires; 

Bid: in the tuneful art, the locial flame; 

In ah th .t wins, in all that mciits fame: 

’Twps youth’s perplexing iiageihs doubts infpir’d^ 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd, 
h h : ugh the lone windings of a cLdous glade, 
Rjfgn’d to thought, wiiji lingciii'g fleps he flray’d; 
B!e:l \dith a muid to tafte fmeerer joys : 

.trrn’w 'vitr. a heart cachfalfe one to defpife* 

I), 1 .(vjs he fray’d, with tVTtvering thoughts poflefl, 
Ahv..xtu.e paflioas iirus[gling Uar’d his breafl; 

The 
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Tlie various arts which human cares divide. 

In deep attention all his mind employ’d ; 

Anxious, if fame an equal bhfs fecur’d j 
Or hlent eafe with fofter charms allur’d. 

The fylvan choir, whofe numbers fweetly flow’d. 

The fount that murmur’d, and the flowers that blow’d; 
The fiiver flood that in meanders led 
His glittering ftreams along th’ enliven’d mead 5 
The foothing breeze, and all thofe beauties join’d* 
Which, whiifl they pleafe, effeminate the mind. 

In vain ! while diflant, on a fummit rais’d, 
th’ imperial towers of fame attra£dve blaz’d. 

While’thus he trac’d through fancy’s puzzling maze 
The feparate fweets of plcafure and of praife ; 

Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey’d. 

And a new luflre gain’d upon the fhade. 

At once, before his wondering eyes were feen 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien. 

Various their charms ; and in their drefs and face* 
Each feem’d to vie with feme peculiar grace. 

This, whofe attire lefs clogg’d with art appear’d. 

The Ample fweets of innocence endear’d. 

Her fprightly bloom, her quick fagacious eye. 

Skew’d native merit, mix’d with modefty. 

Her air diffus’d a mild yet av/eful ray. 

Severely fweet, and innocently gay. 

Such the chafte image of the martial maid. 

In artlefs folds of virgin white array’d! 

She let no borrow’d rofe her cheeks adorn. 

Her blttfhing cheeks, that iham’d the purple mom* 

Her 
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Her cliarms nor had, nor wanted artful foHo, 

Or fludy^d geilures, or well-pradis’d fmiles. 

She fcorn’d the toys winch render beauty lefs i 
She prov’d th’ engaging challity of drefs ; 

And while Ihe chofe in native charms to fhine, 

Ev’n thus fhe feemM, nay more than feem’d, divine. 
One moded emerald clafp’d the robe Ihe wore. 

And, in her hand, th’ imperial fv/ord Ihe bore. 
Sublime her height, majeiiic was her pace. 

And match’d the awful honours of her face. 

The Ihrubs, the dowers, that deck’d the verdant grounds 
Seem’d, where fhe trod, with ridng ludre crown’d. 
Still her approach with Wronger influence warm’d 5 
She pleas’d, while diftant j but, when near, fhe charm’d. 
So flrikes the gazer’s eye, the diver gleam 
That glittering quivers o’er a diilant dream : 

But from its banks we fee new beauties rife. 

And, in its crydal bofom, trace the fties. 

With other charms the rival vlfion glow’d 5 
And from her drefs her tinfcl beauties flow’d, 

A fluttering robe her pamper’d lhape conceal’d. 

And feem’d to fliade the charm’s it bed reveal’d. 

Its form, contriv’d her faulty fize to grace ; 

Its hue, to give frefli ludre to her face. 

Her plaited hair difguis’d with brilliants glar’d ; 

Her cheeks the ruby’s neighbouring ludre diar’d 3; 

The gawdy topaz lent its gay fupplies. 

And every gem that drikes lefs curious eyes ; 

Expos’d her bread with foreign fweets perfum’d ; 

And, round her brow> a rofeate garland bloom’d. 
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Soft fmiling, blufhing lips conceal’d her wiles 5 
Yet, ah ! the bloihes artful as the fmiles. 

Oft- gazing on her ihade, th’ enraptur’d fair 
Decreed the fubllance well deferv’d her care : 

Her thoughts, to others charms malignly blind. 
Centered in that, and were to that confin’d ; 

And if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 

’I’was but to watch the influence of her own. 

Much like her guardian, fair Cythera’s queen,, 

When for her warrior flie refines her mien ; 

Or when, to blefs her Delian favourite’s arms,. 

The radiant fair invigorates her charms. 

Much like her pupil, Egypt’s fportive dame. 

Her drefs expreflive, and her air the fame. 

When her gay bark o’er filver Cydnos roll’d. 

And all th’ emblazon’d dreamers wav’d in gold* 

Such fhone the vifion ; nor forbore to move 
'fhe fond contagious airs of lawlefs love. 

Each wanton eye deluding glances fir’d. 

And amorous dimples on each cheek confpir’d. 

Lifeiefs her gait, and flow, with feeming pain, 

She dragg’d her loitering limbs along the plain ; | 

Y et made Tome faint efforts,, and firll approach’d the f 
fwain. ^ 

So glaring draughts, with taudry luflre bright. 

Spring to the view, and rulli upon the fight : 

More flowly charms a Raphael’s chaffer air. 

Waits the calm fearch, and pays the fearcher’s care. 

Wrap’d in a pleas’d fufpence, the youtdi furvey ’d 
The various charms of each attra^live maid : 

Alternate 
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Alternate each he view’d, and each admir’d. 

And found, alternate, varying flames infpir’d. 

Quick o’er their forms his eyes with pleafure ran,. 
When flie, who flrfl: approach’d him, firfi: began. 

Hither, dear boy, dired thy wandering eyes » 
’Tis here the lovely vale of pleafure lies. 

Debate no more, to me thy life reflgn; 

Each fweet which nature can diifufe is mine. 

For me the nymph diveriifies her power. 

Springs in a tree, or bloflbms in a flower ; 

To pleafe my ear, Ihe tunes the linnet’s flrains;. 

To pleafe my eye, with lilies paints the plains j 
To form my couch, in mofly beds Ihe grows; 

To gratify my find!, perfumes the rofe; 

Reveals the fair, the fertile feene you fee. 

And fwelis the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull’d fool the toils of war purfue. 

Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 

Where chance from courage claims the boafled prize : 
Where, though flie give, your country oft denies. 
Jhduilrious thou flialt Cupid’s wars maintain. 

And ever gently fight his foft campaign. 

His darts alone fhalt wield, his wounds endure. 

Yet only fuffer, to enjoy the cure. 

Yield but to me — a choir of nymphs fliall rife. 

And Are thy breafl, and blefs thy ravifli’d eyes. 

Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe Ihall wear, 

A brighter lily on their necks appear; 


Where 
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Where fondly thou thy favour’d head lhalt reil, 

Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet’s nell I 
While Philomel in each foft voice complains. 

And gently lulls thee with melliHaoUi> drains : 

Whim, with each accent, iVveeted odours how; 

And fpicy gums round every bofoni glow. 

Not the fam’d bird Arabian dimes admire. 

Shall in fuch luxury of fweeus expire. 

At doth let war’s vidorious fons exclaim ; 

In vain I for pleafure is my real name ; 

Nor envy thou the head with bays o’er-grown; 

No, feek thou rofes to adorn thy own : 

For well each opening fcene, that claims my care, 
Suits and deferves the beauteous crown I wear* 

Let others prune the vine ; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul. 

Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine. 

So the gay produce glitte/dill on thine. 

Indulgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree. 

And, guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to me. 

For my lov’d train, Apollo’s piercing beam 
Darts through the paffive glebe, and frames the gem. 
See in my caufe confenting gods employ’d. 

Nor flight thofe gods, their bleflings unenjoy’d I 
For thee the poplar Ihall its amber drain ; 

For thee, in clouded beauty, ipring the cane j 
Some coMy tribute every clime fllall pay ; 

Some charming treafure every wind convey ; 

Each obje£| round fome pleaflng Icene ihall yield ; 
Art built thy dome, while nature decks thy field ; 


OF 
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Of CorintK’s order fhall tke ftrudlure rife; 

The fpiring turrets glitter through the Mes ; 

Thy coflly robe ihall glow with Tyrian rays ; 

Thy vafe fhall fparkle, and thy car fhall blaze ; 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the fun difplay, 

Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

When melting flutes, and fweetly-founding lyres 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young defires ; 

Or, in th* Ionian dance, fome favourite maid 
Improves the flame her fparkling eyes convey’d ; 
Think, canfl: thou quit a glowing Delia’s arms. 

To feed on virtue’s viflonary charms ; 

Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage. 

For the faint honour of a frozen fage ? 

To fnd dull envy ev’n that hope deface. 

And, where you toil’d for glory, reap difgrace ? 

O 1 think that beauty waits on thy decree. 

And thy lov’d loveliefl: charmer pleads with me. 

She, whofe foft fmile, or gentler glance to move. 

You vow’d the wild extremities of love ; 

In whofe endearments years, like moments, flew; 

For whofe endearments millions feem’d too few ; 

She, fhe implores ; Ihe bids thee feize the prime. 

And tread with her the flowery trad of time; 

Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beflow 
On fome cold lover, or infulting foe. 

Think, if againfl that tongue thou canfl: rebel. 

Where love yet dwelt, and reafon feem*d to dwell ; 

What 
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What flrong perfuaEon arms her fofter fighs ! 
What full conviction fparkles in her eyes I 

See nature fmiles, and birds falute the ihade, i’ 
Where breathing jafmin fcreens the Eeeping mafd : 
And fuck her charms, as to the vain may prove. 
Ambition feeks more humble joys than love I 
There bufy toil fhall ne’er invade thy reign. 

Nor fciences perplex thy labouring brain: 

Or none, but what with equal fweets invite ; 

Nor other arts, but to prolong delight : 

Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing. 

To praife a pendant, or to grace a ring; 

To fix the drefs that fuits each varying mien ; 

To {hew where beft the cl altering gems are feen ; 
To iigh foft drains along the vocal grove. 

And tell the charms, the fweet effeCts of love I 
Nor fear to find a coy difdainful Mufe ; 

Nor think the filters wiU their aid refufe. 

Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent lhades. 

Soft fcenes of leifure I fuit th’ harmonious maids ; 
And all the wife, and all the grave decree 
Some of that facred train ally’d to me. 

But if more fpecious eafe thy wilhes claim. 

And thy bread glow with faint defire of fame. 
Some fofter fcience {hall thy thoughts amufe. 

And learning’s name a sfblemn found difufe : 

To thee all nature’s curious dores I’ll bring. 
Explain the beamies of an idea’s wing; 


The 
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The plant, which nature, lefs dilFufely kind. 

Has to few climes with partial care confin’d: 

The fhell ihe fcatters with more carelefs air. 

And, in her frolics, feems fupremely fair; 

The worth that dazzles in the tulip’s ftains. 

Or lurks beneath a pebble’s various veins. 

Sleep’s downy god, averfe to war’s alarms. 

Shall o’er thy head diffufe his foftefi: charms ; 

Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe afiail. 

Or care, my mofl deftruflive foe, prevail. 

The watery nymphs fliall tune the vocal vales. 

And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales. 

For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy. 

Their fireams to murmur, and their winds to figh* 
Thus fhait thou fpend the fweetly-fiiowing day. 

Till loH in blifs fhou breath’ll thy foul away ; 

Till Ihe t’ Eiyfian bowers of joy repair. 

Nor find my charming fcenes exceeded there.” 

She ceas’d ; and on a lily’d bank reclin’d. 

Her dewing robe wav’d wanton with the wind : 

One tender hand her drooping head fuilains ; 

One points, exprelEve, to the ilowery plains. 

Soon the fond youth perceiv’d her iniiuence roll. 

Deep in Ms bread, to melt his manly foul : 

As when Favonius joins the folar blaze. 

And each fair fabric of the froft decays. 

ScM}n, to his bread, the foft harangue convey’d 
Refolves too partial to the fpecious maid. 

He figh’d, he gaz’d, fo fweetly fmiFd the dame; 

Yet, ilghing, gazing, feem’d to fcorn his dame. 

And 
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And, oft as virtue caught his wandering eye, 

A crimfon blufii condemn'd the rifing iigh. 

^Twas fuch the lingering Trojan’s Ihame betray’d. 
When Maia’s fon the frown of Jove difplay’d : 

When wealth, fame, empire, could no balance prove. 
For the foft reign of Dido, and of love. 

Thus ill with arduous glory love confpires ; 

Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires ! 

Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom mov’d. 
And virtue, zealous fair 1 thofe doubts improv’d. 

Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 

Nor err, by fuch fantaflic fcenes betray’d. 

Though in my path the rugged thorn be feen. 

And the dry turf difclofe a fainter green ; 

Though no gay rofe or flowery produdl fhine. 

The barren furface ftill conceals the mine. 

Each thorn that threatens, ev’n the weed that grows 
In virtue’s path, fuperior fweets beflows— 

Yet Ihould thofe boafled, fpecious toys allure. 

Whence could fond floth the flattering gifts procure.! 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond deiire, 

’Tis I alone, her grcateil foe, acquire. 

I from old ocean rob the treafur’d flore ; 

1 through each region, latent gems explore ; 

’Twas I the rugged brilliant firil reveal’d. 

By numerous ftrata deep in earth conceal’d^ 

’Tis I the furface yet refine, and fhow 
The modeil gem’s intrinfic charms to glow. 

Nor fwells the grape, nor fpxres its feeble tree 
Without the firm fupports of induftiy. 

Van. LIX. F 
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But grant we fioth the fcene herfelf has drawn^, 

The molTy grotto, and the flowery lawn ; 

Let Philomela tune th’ harmonious gale. 

And with each breeze eternal fweets exhale ; 

Let gay Pomona flight the plains around. 

And chufe, for fairefl: fruits, the favour’d ground ; 

To blcfs the'fertilc vale Ihould virtue ceafe. 

Nor mofly grots, nor flowery lawns could pleafe ; 

Nor gay Pomona’s iufeious gifts avail. 

The found harmonious, or the fpicy gale. 

Seefl: thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp arife, 

Whofe rugged cliiFs deform th’ encircling ikies ? 

Thofe fields, whence Phoebus all their moiflure drains. 
And, too profufcly fond, difrobes the plains ? 

When I vouch fafe to tread the barren foil, 

Thofe rocks feem lovely, and thofe deferts fmile. 

The form thou view’ll, to every fcene with eafe 
Transfers its charms, and every fcene can pleafe. 
When I have on thofe pathlefs wilds appear’d ; 

And the lone wandeicr with my prefence cheat’d; 
Thofe cliffs the exile has with pleafure view’d. 

And call'd that defert blifsfu! folitude ! 

Nor I alone to fach extend my care : 

Fair-blooming health furveys her altars there. 

Brown exercife will lead thee where flie reigns. 

And with reflefled luflre gild the plains. 

W'ith her, in flower of youth, and beauty pride. 

Her offspring, calm content and peace, refide. 

One ready offering fuits each neighbouring fiirine ; 
And all obey their laws, whb pmHife mine.. 

But 
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Btit health averfe from iloth's fmooth region hies; 
And, in her abfence, pleafure droops and dies. 

Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repofe, 
Smile where Ihe fmiles, and hcken when fhe goes« 

A galaxy of powers I whofe forms appear 
For ever beauteous, and for ever near. 

Nor will foft heep to iloth’s requeh incline. 

He from her couches hies unhid to mine. 

Vain is the fparkling bowl, the warbling ftraln, 
Th’ incentive fong, the labour'd viand vain ! 

Where Ihe relentlefs reigns without control. 

And checks each gay excurlion of the foul : 
Unmov'd, though beauty, deck’d in all its chirms, 
Grace the rich couch, and fpread the fofceji arms : 
Till joylefs indolence fuggefts defires; 

Or drugs are fought to furnilh languid fires : 

Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, 

Barren of blifs, but fertile of decay. 

As artful heats, apply’d to thirfty lands. 

Produce no flq^ers, and but debafe the fands. 

But let fair h^th her chcaring fmiles impart. 
How fweet is nature, how fuperfiuous art ! 

*Tis Ihe the fountain's ready draught commends. 
And fmooths the fiinty couch which fortune lends. 
And when my hero Urom his toils retire^ 

Fills his gay bofont with unufual fires. 

And, while no checks th' unbounded joy reptove, 
Aids and re^es the genmne fweets of love* 

His falrefi: profpefl rifing trophies frame; 

His fweetefi^ nvufic is the voice of fame; 

F 2 
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Pleafures to floth unknown I ilie never found 
How fair the profpeci:, or how fweet the found. 

See fame’s gay ilrudlure from yon fummit charms. 
And fires the manly breail; to arts or arms; 

Nor dread the fleep afcent, by which you rife 
From groveling vales to towers wliich reach tlm fkies. 

Love, fame, elreem, ‘tis labour muil acquire ; 

The fmiling offspring of a rigid fire ! 

To,fi"< the friend, your fervice mufl be dievvn; 

All, ere they lov’d your merit, lov’d their own. 

That wondering Greece your portrait may admire. 
That tuneful bards may ifring for you their lyre. 

That books may praife, or coins record your name. 
Such, fuch rewards ’tis toil alone can claim 1 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The conqueror’s name, difplays the conqueff too* 
’Twas flow experience, tedious miilrefs 1 taught 
All that e’er nobly fpoke, or bravely fought. 

^Twas fhe the patriot, fhe the bard refin’d. 

In arts that fcrve, proted, or pleafe ipankind* 

Not the vain vifions of inadive fchools ; 

Not fancy’s maxims, not opinion’s rules. 

E’er form’d the man whofe generous warmth extends 
T’ enrich his country, or to ferve his friends. 

On adlive worth the laurel war bellows : 

Peace rears her olive for indufirious brows : 

Nor earth, uncultur’d, yields its kind fupplies ; 

Nor heaven, its Ihowers without a facrifice. 

See far below fuch groveling feenes of Ihame^ 

As lull to reft Ignavia’s flumbering dame* 

Her 
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H-fr friends, from all the toils of fame fecure, 

Alas ! inglorious, greater toils endure. 

Doomed all to mourn, who in her caufe engage 
A youth enervate, and a painful age ; 

A fickly fapicfj mafs, if reafon flies ; 

And, pf file linger, impotently wife I- ' 

A tlioughtlefs train, who, pamper’d, fleek, and gay^. 
Invite old age, and revel youth away ; 

From life’s frefii vigour move the load of care. 

And idly place it where they leaii can bear. 

When to the mind, difeas’d, for aid they fly. 

What kind reflexion fiiall the mind fupply ? 

When, with loft healthy what fiiould the lofs allay. 
Peace, peace is loll : a comfortlcfs decay 1 
But to my friends, when youth, when pleafure flies, 
And. earth’s dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
Through death’s dark villa flowery tracts are feen, 
Elyfian plains^ and groves for ever green. 

If o’er their lives a refluent glance they call, 

Their’s is the prefent who can praife the pafl. 

Lift* has its blifs for tkefe, when pail its bloom, > 

As wither’d rofes yield a late perfume* 

Serene, iand fafe from paflion’s flormy rage. 

How calm they glide into the port* of age I 
Of the rude vo-yage |eE depriv’d than eas’d ; 

More tir’d than pain’d, and weaken’d than difeas’d*. 
Bor health on age, ’tis temperance mull bellow 5 
And peace from piety alone can flow ; 

And all the incenfe bountcou*^ Jove requires, 

Haus fweets fir him who feeds the f.icred flres.— - 
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Sloth views the towers of fame with envious eyes ; 
Defirous liili, ihH impotent to rife. 

Oft, when refolv’d to gain thofe blifsful towers^ 

The penhve queen the dire afcent explores. 

Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees. 

Some fylvan mulic, or fome fcented breeze : 

She turns her head, her own gay realm Ihe ipies^, 

And all the fhort liv’d refolution dies. 

Thus fome fond infed’s faultering pinions wave,. 
Clafp’d in its favourite fweets, a lafting Have : 

And thus in vain thefe charming vihons pleafe 
The wretch of glory, and the flave of eafe : 

Doomed ever in ignoble hate to pine, 

Boail her own fcenes, and languifh after mine* 

But ihun her fnares : nor let the world exclaim,. 

Thy birch, which was thy glory, prov’d thy Ihame^ 
With early hope thine infant adions fir’d ; 

Let manhood crown what infancy infpir’d. 

Let generous toils reward with health thy days. 

Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praife. 

The bold exploit that charms th’ attefting age. 

To lateic times {hall generous hearts engage j 
And with that myrtle (hall thy ihrine be crown’d, 

V/ith which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound 
Till time fiiali bid thy virtues freely bloom. 

And raife a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feafts thy name fiiall Grecians join 
Siiall pour the fparkling juice to Jove’s and thine. 

Tluue> 
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THne, us’d in war, lliall raife their native fire; 
Thine, us’d in peace, their mutual faiih infpire. 
Duinefs perhaps, through want of fight, may blame. 
And fpleen, with odious iixdufiry, defame ; 

And that, the honours given, with wonder view. 

And lids, in fecret fadnefs, own them due : 
Contempt and envy were by fate defign’d 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 

Contempt, which none, but who deferve, can bear; 
While envy’s wounds the fmiies of fame repair, 
for know, the generous thine exploits Jhall fire. 
Thine every friend it fuits thee to require. 

Lov’d by the gods, and, till their feats I ihew. 
Lov’d by the g,ood their images below.” 

Ceafe, lovely maid, £dr daughter of the Ikies I 
My guide 1 my queen I th’ extatic youth replies. 

In thee I trace a form defign’d for fway ; 

Wiiich chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey., 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I fwear. 

Thy fair idea fhall no toils impair. 

Lead me ! O lead me where whole hofis of foes 
Thy form depreciate,, and. thy friends oppofe I 
Welcome all mils th’ inequal fates decree. 

While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 

Such be my cares, to bind th’ opprefiive hand. 

And crufh the fetters of an injur’d land : 

To fee the monicr’s noxious life refign’d. 

And tyrants quell’d, the moallers of mankind ! 
Mature fhall fmile to view the vanquiflpd brood. 

And none, but envy, riot unfubdued, 

P4 
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Ju cloifter’d Hate let felfifh fages dwell. 

Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell ! 

And hoaft their mazy labyrinth of.rules. 

Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 

Yet fuchin vain thy favouring fmiles pretend; 

For he is thine, who proves his country’s fiiend,- 
Thus when my life well-fpent tlie good enjoy. 

And the mean envious labour to dellroy ; 

When, llrongly lur’d by fame’s contiguous Ihrine,,. 

I yet devote my choicer vows. to tloine ; 

If all my toils thy promis’d favour claim, 

O lead thy favourite through- the gates of fame !' 

He ceas’d his vows, and, with difdainful air. 

He turn’d to blaft the late exulting fair. 

But vardlh’d, fled to fome more friendly Ihore, 

The confcious phantom’s beauty pleas’d no more;. 
Convinc’d, her fpurious charms of drefs and face' 
Claim’d a.quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. 

Fantaftic power I whofe tranfient charms allur’d, 
'W’hilc error’s mill tlie reafoning mind obfcur’d : 

Not fech the viclrefs, virtue’s conftant queen, ' 
Endur’d the tell of truth, and dar’d be feen. 

Her brightening form and features feem’d to own,, 
Fwas all her wifh, her interell,. to be known; 

And when ,his longing, view the fair declin’d, 
i»eft a full image of her charms behind. 

furtive fplendbr erswn’d, 

sl'Me glooms opprefs and thick fiiades fucroaad. 

B«£. 



Bilt let the fource of light its beams difplay. 
Languid and faint the mimic flames decay. 
And ail the fickening fplendor fades away. 
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The PROGRESS of TASTE. 

0 R, 

The FATE of DELICACY. 

A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the Author ; 
and how great a Misfortune it is, for a Man of fmali 
Eflate to have much Taste. 

FART the FIRS T.. 

T) E R H A P S feme -cloud eclipsM the da)V 
^ When ihus 1 tun hi my penhve lay. 

The fliip is 'launch’d — we catch the galc~ 

On life’s extended ocean fail : 

For happinefs our courfc we bendy 

Our ardent cry, our general end 1 

Yet, ah! the feenes which tempt our care. 

Axe like tlie forms difpers’d in air, 

Stiii dancing near diforder’d eyes; 

And weakeil his, who beii deferies ! 

Yet let me not my Filth- right barter, 

{For wilhing is tire poet’s charter; 

All bards have leave to wifh what ’s wanted, 
Though few found tkm wilhes granted ; 
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Extenfive field; where poets pride them 
In finging all that is deny’d them.) 

For humble eafe, ye powers I I pray; 

That plain warm fuit for ev’ry day I 
And pleafure^ and brocade, bellow; 

To flaunt it— once a month, or fo. 

The fir II for conftant wear we want ; 

The firfl, ye powers I for ever grant;. 

But conflant wear the lafl; belpatters. 

And turns the tilTue into tatters. 

Where’er my vagrant courfe I bend. 

Let me fecure one faithful friend. 

Let me, in public fcenes, requefl: 

A friend of wit and tafle, well drefs’d : 

And, if I mull not hope fuch favour,. 

A friend of wit and tafle, however. 

Alas ! that wifdom ever Ihuns 
To congregate her fcatter’d fons ; 

Whofe nervous forces well combin’d 
Would win the field, and^fway mankind. 

The fool will fqueeze, from morn to nighty 
To fix his follies full in fight; 

The note he flrikes, the plume he ftiows, 

Attrad whole flights of fops and beaux ; 

And kindred-fods, who ne’er had known him> 
Flock at tl^ fight ; cairefs, and own him ; 

But il-iarr’d feafe, 'nor gay nor load;, 

Steds foft cm tip-toe, through the crowd; 

Conveys 
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Conveys Ms meagre &rm between j 
And Aides, like peryioas air, anfeen ; 

Contra(5ls Ms known tenuity. 

As though ’twere ev’n a crime, to be ; 

Nor ev’n permits his eyes to dray. 

And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, lb meaivhis air. 

You fcarce are confeious he is there: 

Till from fome nook, like IharpenM Heel,. 

Occurs his face’s tliin profile. 

Still feeming, from the gazer’s eye. 

Like Venus, newly bath’d, to fly. 

Y et, while reluctant he difplays 
Plis real gems before the blaze. 

The fool hath, in its center, plac’d 
His tawdry dock of painted pade. 

Difus’d to fpeak, he tries his ikill; 

Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ill ; 

His penfive manner, dulnefs deem’d 
His modefty, referve eieem’d; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain,. 

He wins not one of all the train. 

And thofe who, mutually known. 

In frieadlliip’s fakei lii had feor^e, 

Lefs prone, than pebbles, to unite. 

Retire to Aiades from public fight ; 

Crow favage, quit their facial imture;' 

And iarve, to fiudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagrin ihem^ 
Eind counties, countries, feaa tetween tkw; 

lleet 
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Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wiili to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide. 
Some human form to grace my fide; 

At hand, where’er I fhape my courfe; 
An ufeful, pliant, ftalking-horfe ! 

No geiture fiee from fbmc grimace 
No feam, without its fhare of lace ; 

But, mark’d with gold or iilver either. 
Hint where his coat was piec’d together^ 
His legs be lengtlien’d, I advife. 

And {lockings roll’d abridge his thighs- 
What though Vandyck had other rules,. 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 

Be nothing wanting, but his mind : 
Before, a folitaire; behind, 

A twilled ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs’s back. 

Silent as midnight 1 pity ’twere 
His wifdom’s flendcr wealth to fiare ! 
And, whilil in flocks our fancies flray,* 
7'o v/ifn the poor man ’5 lamb a’way. 
This form attradling every eye, 

I ft roll all unregarded by : 

This wards the jokes of every kind. 

As an umbrella fun or wind ; 

Or, like a fpunge, abforbs die Tallies,, 
And peftilendal fumes of malice ; 

Or, like a fpendid fhield, is ftt 
To fcrcea,thc templar’s random wit 



M O A L F I .E C E S* 

Or what fome gentler cit lets fall. 

As wool-packs quafh the leaden ball, 

Alluhons thefe of weaker force. 

And apter Hill the Halking-horfe ! 

O let me wander all nnfeen, 

Ecueath the fandion of his mien ! 

As lilies foft, as rofes fair ! 

Empty as air-pumps drain’d of air I 
With Heady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that haunts the park 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies flocking there to feed; 

And, as my fatire burfls amain. 

See, feather’d foppery Hrew the plain. 

But when I feek my rural grove. 

And fliare the peaceful haunts 1 love. 

Let none of this unhallow’d train 
My fweet fequefler’d paths profane. 

Oft may fome polifli’d virtuous friend. 

To the foft-winding vales defcend ; 

And love with me inglorious things. 

And fcorn with me the pomp of kings. 

And check me, when my bofom burns 
For iiatues, paindngs, coins, and urns* 

For I in Damon’s prayer could join. 

And Damon’s wifli might now be mine-^ 

But all difpers’d ! the wifli, the prayer. 

Are driven to mix with common air* 

* St^ James’^ 

? A R T 
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PART THE SECOND. 

TJ O W Happy once was Damon’s lot, 

“*■ While yet romantic fcliemes were not I 
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes. 

To plan frail calHes in the fkies; 

Eorfaking pleafures cheap and common. 

To court a blaze, hill flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more. 

Had tafte ne’er touch’d thy tranquil fliore I 
Oh days ! when to a girdle ty’d 
The couples jingled at his fide; 

And Damon fwore he would not barter 
The fportfman’s girdle, for a garter 1 
Whoever came to kill an hour, 

Pound eafy Damon in their power; 

Pure focial nature all his guide, 

Damon "had not a grain of pride,” 

He wifli’d hot to elude the fnares 
Which knavery plans, and craft prepares ; 
JBut rather wealth to crown their wiles; 

And win their univerfal fmiles : 

For who are chearful, who at eafe. 

But they who cheat us as they pleafe } 

He wink’d at many a grofs defign. 

The new-fallen calf might countermine: 
Thus every fool allow’d his merit ; 

Yes ! Damon had a generous fpirit I” 


A cox* 
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A coxcomb’s jeft, however vile, 

■^^as fure, at leaf!:, of Damon’s fmile : 

That coxcomb ne’er denied him fenfe; 

Por why I it prov’d his own pretence: 

All own’d, were modefly away, 

Damon could Ihine as much as they. 

When wine and' folly came in feafon, 

Damon ne’er flrove to fave his reafon; 

Obnoxioiis to the mad uproar : 

A fpy upon a hoftile Ihore ! 

’Twas this his company endear’d : 

Mirth never came till he appear’d : 

His lodgings — every drawer could Ihow them ; 

The flave was kick’d, who did not know them. 

Thus Damon, Hudious of his eafe. 

And pleafing all, whom mirth could pleafe ; 

Defy’d the world, like idle Colley, 

To Ihew a foAer word than folly. 

Since wifdom’s gorgon-Meld was known 
To flare the gazer into ftone ; 

He chofe to trufi in folly’s charm. 

To keep his breafi alive and warm. 

At length grave learning’s fober tma 
Remark’d the tiifler with difdainj 
The fons of tafle contemn’d his ways. 

And rank’d Mm with the brates that gra^e ; 

While they to nobler heights afp ir’d. 

And grew belov’d, e: 9 :eem’d, admir’d. 

Hence with om not toM of IpiA 
His old companions loft their me 4 t: 

And 
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And every kind well-natur’d fot 
Seemed a dull play, without a plot; 

Where every yawning gaeH agrees. 

The willing creature llrives to pleafe t 
But temper never could amufe ; 

It barely led us to excufe ; 

^Twas true, converling they aver’d. 

All they had feen, or felt or heard : 

Talents of weight ! for wights like thefe. 

The law might chafe for witneiTes : 

But fare th^ attelHng dry narration 
111 fuits a judge of converfation. 

* What were their freedoms ? mere excufes 
To vent ill-manners, blows, and bruifes. 

Yet freedom, gallant freedom 1 hailing. 

At form, at form, incelTant railing. 

Would they examine each offence. 

Its latent caufc, its known pretence, 

Pundilio ne’er was known to breed them. 

So fare as 'fond prolific freedom. 

Their courage 1 but a loaded gun ; 

Machine the wife would wilh to Ihun ; 

Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one. 

Where accident might fire and kill one« 

In fhort, difgufted out of meafure, 

'Through much contempt, and ilender pfeafure. 
His fenfe of dignity returns; 

His native pride his bofom burns ; 


He 


* Boifterous mirth* 
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lie feeks refpeO: — but how to gain it ? 

Wit, focial mirth, could ne’er obtain it : 

And laughter, where it reigns uncheck’d, 

Difcards and diffipates refpedL 

The man who bravely bows, enjoys it ; 

But {baking hands, at once, deiboys it. 

Precarious plant, which, frefh and gay, 

Shrinks at the touch, and fades away i 
Come then, referve ! yet from thy train 
Baniih contempt, and curd: difdain. 

Teach me, he cry’d, thy magic art. 

To the decent dikant part: 

To hufband well my complaifance. 

Nor let •'Cv’n wit too far advance 5 
But chufe calm.reafon for my theme. 

In thefe her royal realms fupreme ; 

And o’er her charms, with caution fhown. 

Be kill a graceful umbrage thrown ; 

And each ^abrupter^ period crown’d. 

With nods, and winks, and fmiles profound. 

Till, refcued from the crowd beneath. 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 

I rife with head elate, to fhare 
Salubrious draughts «of purer air. 

Refpedi: is won bj grave pretence 
And lienee, furer ev'’n than fenfe— 

’Tis hence the facred grandeur fprings 
Of Eakern — and of other kings. 

Or whence this awe to virtue due. 

While virtue’s dikant as Peru ? 

VoL. LIX. The 
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The fheathlefs fword the guard difplays^ 
Which round emits its dazzling rays : 

The lately fort, the turrets tall. 

Portcullis *d gate, and battled wall, 

Lefs fcreens the body, than controls. 

And wards contempt from royal fouls* 

The crowns they wear but check the eye. 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 

That dazzled crowds may be employ’d 
Around the furface of— the void. 

O 1 ’tis the flatefman’s craft profound 
To fcalter Ms amufements round ! 

To tempt us from the confeious breall. 

Where full- fledg’d crimes enjoy their neil. 
Nor awes us every worth reveal’d 
So deeply, as each vice conceal’d. 

The lordly log, difpatch’d of yore. 

That the frog people might adore. 

With guards to keep them at a didance. 

Had reign’d, nor wanted wit’s alTiilance ; 
Nay — ^had addreffes from his nation. 

In praife of log-adminillration. 

PART THE THIRD, 
buoyant £res of youth were o’er, 
^ And faMe and finery pleas’d no more; 
Productive of that general fiare. 

Which cool reflection ill can bear ! 

And, crowds commencing mere vexation. 
Retirement fent its invks^don. 


Romantic 
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Romantic fcenes of pendent hills. 

And verdant Tales, and falling rills. 

And moffy banks, the fields adorn. 

Where Damon, fimple Twain, was born. 

The Dryads rear’d a lhady grove; 

Where fuch as think, and fuch as love. 

May fafely figh their fummer’s day: 

Or mufe their filent hours away. 

The Oreads lik’d the climate well; 

And taught the level plain to fwell 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works defcry. 

The Naiads pour’d their urns around. 

From nodding rocks o’er vales profound. 

They form’d their dreams to pleafe the view, . 
And bade them wind, as ferpents do : 

And having iliewn them where to dray. 

Threw little pebbles in their way. 

Thefe Fancy, all-fagacious maid. 

Had at their feveral talks furvey’d: 

She faw and fmil’d ; and oft would lead 
Our Damon’s foot o’er hill and mead ; 

There, with defcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place ; 

And when ihe all its charms had ihewn, 
Prefcrib'e improvements of her own. 

See yonder hill, fo green, fo -round* 

Its brow with ambient beeches crown’d ! 
^Twould well become thy gentle care 
To raife a dome to Venus there: 

Q^z 


PleasM 



22 ^ SHENSTONE’S POEMS. 

Pleas’d would the nymphs thy zeal furvey 5 
And Venus, in their arms, repay, 

*Twas fuch a ihade, and fuch a nook. 

In fuch a vale, near fuch a brook j 
From fuch a cocky fragment fpringing ; 

That fam’d Apollo chofe, to hug im 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron’s heart. 

How charming there to mufe and warble 
Beneath his bull of breathing marble 1 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre. 

That crown a. poet’s vail deiire. 

Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
Where Mufjc’s * charming maids may dwell; 
Prone to indulge thy tender paffion. 

And make thee many an alTignation, 

Deep in the grove’s obfcure retreat 
Be plac’d Minerva’s facred feat; 

There let her awful turrets rife, 

(For wifdom flies from vulgar eyes;) 

There her calm didates fhalt thou hear 
Diftindly flrike thy liflening ear : 

And who would Ihun the pleaflng labour. 

To have Minerva for his neighbour.?” 

In fhort, fo charm’d each wild fuggeflion^, 
Its truth was little call’d in queftion: 

And Damon dreamt he faw the fawns. 

And NympH diflindly, Ikim the lawns ; 

• Hie Mufes* 


Now 
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Now trac’d amid the trees, ^nd then 
Lod in the circling fhades again. 

With leer oblique their lover viewing— 

And Cupid — panting — and purfuing— 

Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry’d. 

Be thou my gosddefs. I thou my guide 1 
For thy bright vilions I delpife 
What foes may think, or friends advife. 

The feign’d concern, when folks furvey 
Expence, time, dudy, od away; 

The real fpleen, with which they fee : 

1 pleafe myfelf, and follow thee. 

Thus glow’d his bread by fancy warm’d; 

And thus the fairy landlkip charm’d. 

But mod he hop’d his condant care 
Might win the favour of the fair; 

And, wandering late through yonder glade. 

He thus the fofc deiign betray’d. 

y e doves 1 for whom I rear’d the grove. 

With melting lays falute my love ! 

My Delia with your notes detain. 

Or I have rear’d the grove in vain ! 

Ye dowers ! which early fpring fupplies, 

Difplay at once your brighted dyes I 
That die your opening charms may fee j 
Or what were elfe your charms to me ? 

Kind zephyr ! brudi each fragrant flower,. 

And died its odours round my bower ; 

Or ne’er again, O gentle wind I 
Shall J, in thee,, refrefhmcnt And. 
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ITe ftreai^s> if e’er yourbaivks I lov’d> 

If e’er your native founds improv’d. 

May each foft murmur foothe my fair 
Or, oh, ’twill deepen my defpair I 
Be fare, ye willows I you be feen 
Array’d in livelier robes of green; 

Or I will tear your flighted boughs. 

And let them fade around my brows. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds I 
May Ihe admire thy peaceful gloom. 

Or thou lhalt prove her lover’s tomb.” 

And now the lofty domes were rear’d; 

Loud laugh’d the ’fquires, the rabble flar’d. 

« See, neighbours, what our Damon’s doing ? 
I think feme folks are fond of ruin ! 

1 faw his Iheep at random flray — 

But he has thrown Ms crook away — 

And builds fuch huts, as in foul weather. 

Are flt for flieep nor Ihepherd neither.” 

Whence came the fober Twain milled i 
Why, Pheebus put it in Ms head. 

Phoebus befriends him, we are told ; 

And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold. 

’ fwere prudent not to be fo vain on’t, 

I think he’ll never touch a grain on’t. 

And if, from Phoebus, and Ms Mufe, 

Mere earthly laMnefs enfues ; 

^ris plain, for aught that I can fay,, 

The Devil infpires, as well as they* 
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So they — fools of grolTer kind, 

Lefs vveeting what our bard defign’d. 

Impute his fchemes to real evil ; 

That in thefe haunts he met. the DeyiL 
He ownM, though their advice was vai% 

It edited wights who trod the plain ; 

For dulnefs — though he might abhor it— ^ 

In them he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonderM, if, beholding mottos. 

And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos,^ 
Folks, little dreaming of die Mufes, 

Were plagu’d to guefs their proper ufes. 

But did the Mufes haunt his cell? 

Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 

Did Pallas in his counfels {hare ? tj 

The Delian god reward his prayer ? > 

Or did his zeal engage the fair ? J 

When all the ilrudures fhone compleat ; 

Not much convenient, wondrous neat ^ 

Adorn’d with gilding, painting, plantings 
And the fair guefts alone were wanting ; 

Ah, me 1 (’twas Damon’s own confeffion) 

Came poverty and took poiTeilion, 

PART TH$: FOURTH. 

H y droops my Damon, whilfi: he roves 
^ ^ Through ornamented meads and groves ? 
Near columns, obeliiks, and fpires. 

Which every critic eye admires ? 

■ 0.4 
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^is poverty, detefted maid. 

Sole tenant of their ample jfhade ! 

TTis ihe, that robs him of his eafe ; 

And bids their very charms difpleafe^ 

But now, by fancy long controuFd, 

And with the fons of tafte enroll’d. 

He deem’d it fhameful to commence* 

Fir ft minifter to common fenfe s- 
Far more elated, to pnrfue 
The loweft talk of dear vertu^ 

And now behold hi^ lofty foul. 

That whilom flew firom pole to pole^ 

' Settle on ibme elaborate flower ; 

And, like a bee, the fweets devour ! 

Now, of a rofe enamour’d, prove 
The wild folicitudes of love !' 

Now, in a lily’s cup^enjOirin’d, 

Forego the commerce of mankind i 
As in thefe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day; 

Conduding fun, and flxade, and ihower. 

As moft might glad the new-born flower. 

So fate ordain’d Before Ms eye — 

Starts up the long-fought butterfly 1 
While, fluttering round, her plumes- unfold 
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flowrets fair I 
The living beauty claims his care. 

For this he ftrips — nor bolt, nor chain, 
CottiA Damon’s w^arm purfuit reftraia^ 
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See him o’er hill, morafs^H or mounds 
Where’er the fpeckkd gamp is found. 
Though bent with age, with zeal puxfuei^ 
And totter towards the prey in view. 

Nor rock, nor flream, his fteps retard,. 
Intent upon the bleil reward !' 

One vaflal % repays the chace ! 

A wing, a film, reward the race ! 

Rewards, him, though difeafe attend,. 

And in a fatal furfeit end. 

So fierce Camilla Ikimm’d the plain,, 

Smit with the purple’s pleafing fiain. 

She ey’d intent the glittering firanger. 
And knew> alas 1 nor fear, nor danger ;; 
Till deep within, her panting heart,. 
Malicious fate impell’d the dart ! 

How fiudious he what favourke food 
Regales dame nature’s tiny brood ? 

What jcinkets fat the filmy people ! 

And what liqueurs they ehufe to tipple t 
Behold him,, at Ibme crife, prefcribe,. 
And raife with drugs the fickening tribe !■ 
Or haply, when their fpirits fau’ter. 
Sprinkling my Lord of Gloyne’s tar-^water. 

When nature’s brood of infeas dies. 

See how he pimp for amorous flies ! 

See him the timely fuccour lend her. 

And help the wantons to engender !' 

Or fee Mm guard their pregnant hour;; ’ 
&cert his foft obfetric power; 
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And, lending each his lenient hand. 

With new-born grubs 'enrich the land ! 

* O Wilks ! what poet’s loftieft lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praiie f 
Immortal ikge 1 by fate decreed 
To guard the moth’s illuftrious breed; 

Till fluttering fwarms on fwarms arife. 

And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And mufl we praife this tafle for toys ? 

Admire it then in girls and boys. 

Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 

Refign your moths — -the feafon ’s o’er. 

*Tis time more focial joys to prove ; 

^Twere now yOur nobler talk— -to love. 

Let * * * *’s eyes more deeply warm; 

Nor, flighting nature’s fairefl form. 

The bias of your fouls determine 
Towards the mean love of nature’s vermin. 

But, ah 1 how wondrous few have known. 

To give each flage of life its own ! 

’Tis the pretexta’s utmofl bound. 

With radiant purple edg’d around. 

To pleafe the child; whole glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes : 

And few, but with regret, alTume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom. 

« Alluding to moths and butterflies deiineated by IBenja- 
mln Wilks* See his very expenflve propofak# 

Ail! 
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Ah I let not me by fancy fleer. 

When lifers autumnal clouds appear; 

Nor ev’n in learning’s long delays 
Confume my faired, fruitlefs days : 

Like him, who Ihould in armour fpend 
The fums that armour Ihould defend. 

A while, in pleafure’s myrtle bower. 

We fhare her fmiles, and blefs her power t 
But find at lad, we vainly drive 
To fix the word coquette alive. 

O you I that with afiiduous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame; 
Forfake her foft abodes a while. 

And dare her frown, and flight her fmile. 
Nor fcorn, whatever wits may fay. 

The foot-path road, the king’s high-way 
No more the fcrupulous charmer teize. 

But feekthe roofs of honefl eafe; 

The rival fan*, no more purfued. 

Shall there with forward pace intrude ; 

Shall there her jevery art eflay. 

To win you to her flighted fway ; 

And grant yoUr foorn a glance more fair 
Than e’er flie gave your fondefi: prayer* 

But would you happinefs puifue > 

Partake both eafe, and pleafkre too ? 

Would you, through all ycmr days, dilpenfe 
The joys of reafon, and of feirfef 
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Or give to life the moft you can,. 

Let focial virtue lhape the plan. 

For does not to the virtuous deed 
A train of plealing hveetS' fucceed ? 

Or, like the fweeta of wild defire. 

Did focial pleafures ever tire } 

Yet midft the groupe be feme preferr’d 
Be fome .abhorr’d— for Damon err’d : 

And fuch there are— of fair addrels-1 
As ’t were unfocial to carefs. 

O learn by reafon’s equal rule 
To Ihun the praife of knave, or fool ! 

Then, though you deem it better ftill 
To gain fome ruftic ’{quire’s good will;. 

And fouls, however mean or vile. 

Like features, brighten by a fmile 
Yet reafon holds it for a crime. 

The trivial bread Ihould lhare foy time- 
And virtue, with reludant eyes. 

Beholds this human facrifice ! 

Through deep referve,, and air erefl,. 
Miftaken Damon won relpefl j 
But could the fpecious homage pafs. 

With any creature, but an als ? 

If confeious, they who fear’d the Ikin 
Would fcom the fluggifo brute within! 

What awe-ftmefc Haves the towers enclofe. 
Where PeiSan monarchs «it and doze L 
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IVhat proftrate reverence all agree. 

To pay a prince they never fee 1 
Mere valTals of a royal throne ! 

The fophi’s virtues muH be ihewn. 

To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia — wouldft thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion,? —take her. 
She will with duteous care attend. 

And all thy duteous hours befriend.; 

Will fwell thy joys, will fhare thy pain ; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain; 
Will fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bowers ; 
And bind thy aching head with flowers. 
But be this previous maxim known. 

If thou can ft feed on love alone; 

If, bleft with her, thou canft fuftain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain: 

If fo — then rifle all her graces--— 

And fruitful be your fond embraces. 

Too foon, by caitifF-fpIeen infpir^d. 

Sage Damon to his groves retir’d : 

The path difclaim’d by fober reafon; 
Retirement claims a later feafon ; 

Ere a<ftive youth and warm deiires 
Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires. 
With the warm bofom, ill agree, ' 

Or Hmpid ftream, or fhady tree. 

Love lurks within the rofy bower. 

And claims the fp^culative hour; 

Ambition finds his calm retreat. 

And bids his pulfe too fierceljf beat ! 
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Ev’n focial friendlhlp duns his car. 

And cites him to the public fphere. 

Does he reM their genuine force ? 

His temper takes fome froward courfej 

Till palTion, mifdireded, fighs 

For weeds, or fhells, or grubs, or flies ! 

Far happiefl: he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of praife. 

Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 

A train of virtuous deeds behind: 

From this rich fund, the memory draws 
The lafling meed of felF-appIaufe. 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people their fequcfter’d fhade. 

Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns. 

That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns* 

If, where his devious ramble llrays. 

He virtue’s radiant form furveys; 

.She feems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere * ; 

To fliew him her remote abode 5 
To point the rocky arduous road: 

But from each flower, his fields allow. 

She twines a garland for his brow. 

* Alluding to»*»the alleg(uy in Cebes’s tablet® 


©ECO. 
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OECONOMY, 

A RHAPSODY, addrefled to young Poets- 
• ^ 

Infanis ; omnes gelidis qusecunque lacernis 
" Sunt tibi, Nafones Virgiliofque vides,^^ Mart* 

PART the FIRST- 

O you, ye bards 1 whofe lavifh breaft require® 
This monitory lay, the jdrains belong; 

Nor think fome mifcr vents his fapient faw. 

Or fome dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
That tempt profuilon, iings ; while friendly zeal^ 

To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 

Infpires the meanell of the Mufes’ train ! 

Like you I loath the groveling progeny, 

Whofe wily arts, by creeping time maturM, 

Advance them high on povver^s tyrannic throne:: 

To lord it there in gorgeous ufeleffnefs. 

And fpurn fuccefsleft worth that pines below i 
See the rich churl, amid the focial Ions 
Of wine and wit, regaling i hark he joins 
In the free jell delighted I feems to Ihew* 

A meliorated heart ! he laughs ! he lings ! 

Songs of gay import, madrigals ©f glee. 

And drunken anthems fet agape the board- 
Like Demea, in the play, benign and hmM* 

And 
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J^nd pouring forth benevolence of foul. 

Till Micio wonders : or, in Shakefpear^s line, 
Dbftreperous Silence ; drowning Shaliow’'s voice. 

And Warding FaldafF, and his mad compeers. 

He owns ’tis prudence, ever and anon. 

To fmooth his careful brow ! to let his purfe 
Ope to a lixpence’s diameter! 

He iikes our ways ; he own the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleafaunce, and deferve regard. 

True we are dainty good fociety, 

Eut what art thou ? alas ! confider well. 

Thou Eane of focial pleafure, know thyfelf. 

Thy fell approach, like fome invafive damp 
Breath’d through the pores of earth from Stygian caves, 
Deftroy the lamp of mirth; the lamp which we 
Its £amens boaft to guard : we know not how. 

But at thy fight the fading fiame affumes 
A ghafily blue, and in a fiench expires. 

True, thou feem’A chang’d; all fainted, all enlky’d 
The trembling tears that charge thy meldng eyes 
Bay thou art homed:, and^of gcnde kind. 

But all is falfe I an intermitting figh 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv’n to fmiles. 
And deems thofe only loft, thou doft not lofe. 

Ev’n for a demi groat^ this open’d foul. 

This boon companion, this elaftic bread: 

Bevibrates quick ; and fends the tuneM tongue 
To lavifh mufic on the rugged walls 
0£ fome dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, I 
Touch not'Hxy glafs, nor dr^ my facred bowl. 


Mon- 



MORAL F I E C E ’S. 


24 1' 

Moniler, ingrate ! beneatli one common iky 
Wliy ihouldfl: thou breathe ? beneath one common roof 
Thou ne’er fhalt harbour ; ^lor my little boat 
Receive a foul with crimes to prefs it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go. 

And, gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth;^ 

Be converfation. Not a face that fmiles 
Admit thy prefence I not a foul that glows 
With focial purport, bid or ev’n. or morn 
Invefl thee happy 1 but when life declines. 

May thy fare heirs Hand tittering round thy bed,. 

And, ufhcring in their favourites, burll thy locks:^ 

And £11 their lamps with goldj till want and care 
With joy depart, and cry, « We aik no more.” 

Ah never never may th’ harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly I poets, ever void 
Of guile, diHruHlels, fcorn the treafur’d gold,. 

And fpurn the mifer, fpurn his deity. 

Balanc’d with friendfhip, in the poet’s eye 
The rival fcale of intered kicks the beam. 

Than lightning fwifter. From his cavern’d llore* 

The fordid foul, with felf-applaufe,, remarks 
The kind propenfity 5 remarks and fmiles. 

And hies with impious liafte to fpread the fnare*. 

Him we deride, and in our comic fcenea 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn*- 
We loath with juitice; but alas the pain 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold; 

Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown 1 
Vol.LIX. 
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Put ’tis not Gomez, ^tis not iie whofe heart 
Is crulied o’er with drofs,. whofe callous mind 
Is fenfelefs as his gold, the .flighted Mufe 
Intenfely loaths. ’Tis fure no equal taik 
To pardon him, who lavifnes Ms wealth 
On racer, fox- hound, hawk, or fpaniel, all 
But human merit ; who with gold effays 
All, but dte noMed pleafure, to remove 
The want of genius, and its hniles enjoy. 

But you, ye titled youths ! whofe nobler zeal 
Would burnifh o’er your coronets with fame 5 
Who liden pleas’d when poet tunes his lay ^ 

Permit Mm not, in diilant £blkudcs> 

To pine, to languifh out the fleeting hours 
Of a<5live youth ! then virtue pants for praife 
That feafon unadom’d, the carelefs bard 
Quits your worn threfkold, and like honed Gay 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ilL 
Your fivors then, like trophies given the tomb, 

Th’ enfranchis’d fpirit fearing not perceives. 

Or fcorns perceiv’d^ and execrates the fmile 
Which bade Ms vigorous bloom, to treacherous hopes 
And fervile cares a prey, expire in vain I— * 

Two lawlefs powers, engag’d by mutual hate 
In endlefs war, beneath thdtr flags enroll 
The vaflal world. This avarice is nam’d. 

That luxury; true their partial friends 
Aflign tliem fofter names; ufurpers both; 

That llmre by dint of arms the legal throne 
Of Jud (economy ; yet both betray’d 

By; 
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By fraudful miniilers. The niggard chief, 

LiHening to want;, all faithlefs, and prepared 
To join each moment in his rivaPs train. 

His condu6l models by the needlefs fears 
The ilave infpires ; while luxury, a chief 
Of ampled faith, to plenty’s rule refigns- 
His w’hole campaign, ’Tis plenty’s Battering founds 
Engrofs his ear ; ’tis plenty’s foiiling form 
Moves Bill before Ms eyes. Difcretion drives. 

But drives in vain, to banifo from the throne 
The perjur’d minion. He, fecure of trud. 

With latent malice to the hodile camp 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch’s wealth conveys. 
Ye towering minds 1 ye fublimated fouls 1 
Who, carelefs of your fortunes, feal and iign. 

Set, let, contrad, acquit, with eafier mien 
Than fops take fnuif ! whofe oeconomic care 
Your green-dlk purfe engrodes ! eafy, pleas’d. 

To fee gold fpai:kle through the fubtle folds; 

Lovely, as when th’ Hefperian fruitage fmil’d 
Amid the verdurous grove ! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harveds 1 harveds all the year! 

Who fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
Glittered on every bough ; aiid every bough 
Like that the Trajan gather’d, once avuls’d 
Were by a fplendid fuccedbr fupply’d 
Indant, fpontaneou^I liden to my lays, 

F or ’tis not fools, whate’er proverbial phrafe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greated eafe 
The treafur’d gold. Of words indeed profufe, 

R z 
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Of gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul 
Clenches, their coin, and what elediral fire 
Shall Iblve the froily gripe, suid bid- it flow ? 

Xis genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure ! ftimuktes the foul; 
Thefe, with ©Ificious care, and fatal art, 
Improre the vinous flavour 5 thefe the ftni'Tp 
Of Cloe foften; thefe the glare of drefs 
lUunae ; the glittering chariot gild anew. 

And add- ftrange wifdom to the furs of powen 
Alas ! that he,, amid the race of men. 

That he, who thinks of pureft gold withfcorn. 
Should with unfated appetite demand. 

And vainly court the pleafure k procur-es ! 

When fancy’s vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcorn q,uotidkn fcenes, to fpurn the blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noftrum lhaU compofe 
Its fatal tenfion i in what lonely vale 
Of balmy medicine’s various field, alpires 
The bleft refrigerant? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgafm uncontrol’d ! 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requises; to eat, to drink, to fleep, to fill 
A cheft with gold, the ^rightly bread demands 
Inceffant rapture t life, a tedious load 
Deny’d its continuity of joy. 

But whence obtain ? pMlofophy requires-. 

No lavilh cofli to crown its ntmoffi prayer 
Suffice the r^-baik cdl; the Ample fleece„ 
fhe jnky viand, and the cryftal dream. 
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Ev*n mild llupidity rewards her train 
With cheap contentment, Taile alone requires 
Entire profufion I Days and nights, and hours. 
Thy voice, hydropic fancy I calls aloud 
Por codly draughts, inundant bowls of joy. 
Rivers of rich regalement 1 feas of blifs ! 

Seas without Ihorel infinity of fweets ! 

And yet, unlefs fage reafon join her hand 
In pleafure’s purchafe, pleafure is unfurec 
And yet, unlefs oeconomy^s confent 
Legitimate expence, feme gracelefs mark. 

Some fymptom ilLconceaPd, lhall, foon or late, 
Burfi: like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want^s difeafe, 
Amidfi the bloom of Ihew. The fcanty hream 
Slow-loitering in its channel, feems to vie 
'With Vaga s depth ^ but fhould the fedgy power 
Vain-glorious empty Ms penurious urn 
O’er the rough rock, how mull his fellow Ilreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boafiive rill 1 
I not a'^ire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poet’s mark’d in vain ! 
But, ere felf-ftattery footh the vivid breafi: 

With dreams of fortune near ally’d to ^me, 
Refled how few, who charm’d the liftening ear 
Of fatrap or of king, her fmiles enjoy’d! 

Confider well, what meagre alms repay’d 
The great Maeonian, lire of tuneful fong. 

And prototype of all that foar’d fublime. 

And left dull cares below j what griefs impelled 
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The modeft bard of karn’d Eliza’s reigii 
To fwell with tears Ms Malla’s parent ftream. 

And mourn aloud the pang to ride, to run. 

To fpend^ to give, to want, to be undone.” 

Why Ihould 1 tell of Cawley’s penfive Mufe 
Belov’d ill vain ? too eopious is my theme ! 

Which of your boafted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Butler, when the liberal Charles, 

The judge of wit, perus’d the fprightly page. 
Triumphant o’er his foes ? Believe not hope. 

The poet’s parafite ; but learn alone 
To fpare the fcanty boon the fates decree. 

Poet and rich 1 tis foloecifm extreme 1 
’Tis heighten’d contradiiSion ! in his frame. 

In every nerve andiSbre of Ms foul. 

The latent feeds and principles of want 
Has nature wove:; and fate oonfirm’d the clue. 

Nor yet defpair to fhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury; with nice preciiion learn 
A dollar’s value. Foremoi: in the page 
That marks th’ expence of each revolving year. 

Place inattention. When the lull of praife. 

Or honour’s falfe idea, tempts thy foul 
To^ght frugality, aflhre thine heart 
That danger^s mmt. This perishable coin . 

Is no vain ore. It is thf Iberty, 

It fetters mifer% A^ne 

EnfrancMle thoe. Th® the world. 

Bids thee bewi«| Ay We ‘O^ e%r ; 

Nor, 
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Nor, piddling wkli a t^a-fpoon’s flender fbrm^ 
See with foup-ladles devils gomandize. 

Oeconomy I thou good old aunt I whofe mien 
Furrowed with age and care the wife adore. 

The wits contemn ! referving IHll thy ftores 
To chpar thy friends at lad ! why with the cit> 
Or booklefs churl, with each ignoble name. 

Each earthly nature, deign’d thou to refide ? 

And, fhunning all who by thy favours crown’d 
Might glad the world, to feck feme vulgar mind 
Infpiring pride, and felfiflr ihapes of ill ? 

Why with the old, infirm, and impotent. 

And childlefs, love to dwell ; yet leave the bread 
Of youth, unwarn’d, unguided, uninform’d? 

Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Where doubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes 
(How lliort fee’er it prove) the road of life 
Appears protraded; fair on either iide 
The Loves, the Graces play, on Fortune’s child 
Profufely fmiling ; well might you elTay 
The frugal plan, the lucrative employ. 

Source of their favour all the live-long day. 

But Fate afiTents not. Age alone contrads 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glittering feeds of care ! 

O that the Mufe’s voice might pierce the ear 
Of generous youth ! for youtih^deferves her feiig. 
Youth is fair virtue’s feafon, virtue then 
Requires the pruner’s hand; the fequent 
It barely vegetates : nor long the fpace 

R4 
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Ere robb’d of warmth its arid trunk difpiay 
Fell winter’s total reign. O lovely fource 
Of generous foibles, youth I when opening minds 
Are honeil as the light, lucid as air. 

As foftering breezes kind, as linnets gay, 

I’ender as buds, and lavifh as the Ipring ! 
y et, haplefs ilate of man ! his earliefl: youth 
Cozens itfelf ; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it ibrange that rolling years abrade 
The focial:bias. .-Life’s extenEve page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold’s omnipotence ? With patriots, friends. 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate fome. 

And others. dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifome fcent, the bulky volume teems. 

With kinfmen, brothers, fons, moiftening the fliroud. 
Or honouring.the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of fhort duration ; foon in fortune’s beams 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they Ihed. 

But who fhall fave by tame proiaic ftrain 
That glowing brealL where wit with youth confpires 
To fweeten kxuiy ? The fearful Mufe 
Shall yet proceed, though by the fainteft gleam 
Of hope infpir’d, to warn the train ihe loves. 

PART THE SECOND. 

|N fome dark feafon, when the mifty ihower 
^ Obfeures the fun, and faddens all the iky ; 

"When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor foeam 
Invites thee forth, to iport thy droO|nng Mufe ; 

Seize 
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Seize the duU hour, nor with regret affign 
To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 
Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day^ 

She fmiles well-pleas when wit and mirth recede^ 
And not a Grace, and not a Mufe will hear. 

Then, from majeftic Maro’s awful hrain. 

Or towering Homer, let thine eye defcend 
To trace, with patient induftry, the page 
Of income and expence. And oh 1 beware 
Thy breaft, felf-Jlattering, place .no courtly fmile. 
No golden promife of your faithlefs Mufe, 

Nor latent mine which fortune’s hand may Ihew, 
Amid thy folid Hore. The fyren’s fong 
Wrecks not the lilfening failor, half fo fare. 

See by what avenues, what devious paths. 

The foot of want detelied. Heals along. 

And bars each fatal pafs. Some few Ihort hours 
Of pundual care, the refufe of thy year 
On frugal fcheraes employ’d, Ihall give the Mufe 
To hng intrepid many a chearful day. 

But if too foon before the tepid gales 
Thy refolutionmelt; and ardent vows. 

In wary hours preferr’d, or dye forgot, 

Or feem’d the forc’d effedl of hazy ikies; 

Then, ere furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 
The maily fort, with which thy gentler breait 
I not compare, is won, the fong proceeds. 

Know too by nature’s undiminifh’d law. 
Throughout her realms obey’d, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, fyftems, alll 
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Attrad and are attraded ; nor prevails tke law 
Alone in matter ; fonl alike with foul 
Alpires to join ; nor yet in fouls alone. 

In each idea it imbibes, is found 

The kind propenfity. And when they meet, 

And grow familiar, various though their tribe, <- 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual ^ith : 

That, Ihould the world^s disjointed frame onoe more 

To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 

Their union Ihouid furvive ; with Roman warmth. 

By facred hofpitable laws endear’d. 

Should each idea recoUed its friend. 

Here then we fix; on this perennial bafe 
Ered thy fafety, and deify the fiorm. 

Let foft profulion^s fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty; nor here defift. 

Till, o’er the^roup that forms their various train 
Thou fing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward fhew in lafting leagues combine 
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of rafh intemperance, fee difcreetly pair’d 
With fallow hunger ; the licentious joy. 

With mean dependence ; ev’n the dear delight 
Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins. 

Thy breafi, fagacious prudence ! lhall conned 
With filth and beggary; nor difdam to Enk 
With black iidblvency* Thy foul alarm’d 
Shall lliun the fyrm’s voice; nor boldly dare 
To bid the •aadtentidrs iiare thy breafi. 

With fuch a tram of hoirid fiends conjoint. 

Nor 
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"Nor think, ye fordid race I ye groveling minds ! 

I frame the fong for you ! for you, die Mufe 
Could other rules impart; the friendly Hrain, 

For gentler bloffoms plannM, to yours would prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchos bore ; and in your bread: 
Companion, love, and friendihip, all dedroy I 

It greatly fliall avail, if e’er thy dores 
Increafe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron’s boon. 

The lean reward of grofs unbounded praife ! 

It much avails, to feize the prefent hour. 

And, undeliberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors; their horrid rage 
When once appeas’d, the fmall remaining dore 
Shall rife in weight tenfold, in ludre rife. 

As gold improv’d by many a fierce afiky. 

’Tis thus the frugal hufbandman directs 
His narrow dream, if, o’er its wanted banks 
JBy hidden rains impelPd, it proudly Iwell ; 

His timely hand through better tra<ds -conveys 
The quick decreafing tide ; ere borne along 
Or through the wild morafs, or cultur’d fields 
Or bladed grals mature, or barren fands. 

It flow dedru<Erive, or it flow in vain 1 
But happied fee wfeo faaftifies expence 
By prefent pay I wfeo fubjeds not Ms fame 
To tradefmens varlets, nor bequeariis his namej 
His honour’d name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of bafe mechanic, fordid, unfincere ! 

There haply, while thy Mufe fublimely fours 
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Eeyond this earthly fphere, in heaven^s abodes^ 
And dreams of ne6i:ar and ambroiial fweets. 

Thy growing debt Heals unregarded o^er 
The puinHual record ; till nor Phoebus felf. 

Nor fage Minerva’s art, can aught avail 
To foothe the ruthlefs dun’s detefted rage. 

Trantic and fell, wkh many a curfe profane 
He loads the gentle Mufe ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and ihame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men. 
With horror ‘ily*. Why loiter near thy bane 
Why fondly linger on a hoftile Ihore, 

Difarm’d, defencelefs ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breathe 
A moment’s fpace, where every breeze is death ? 
Death to thy future peace I Away, colled 
Thy diffipated mind ; contrad thy train 
Of wild ideas o’er the flowery fields 
Of ihew diffus’d, and fpeed to fafer climes. 

O economy prefents her glafs, accept 
The faithful mirror : powerful to difclofe 
A thoufand forms^ unfeen by carelefs eyes, ^ 
That plot thy fate. Temptation, in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum’d, 

Befets thy fenfe; extortion follows clofe 
Her wanton ftep, and ruin brings the rear. 

Thefe and the reft lhall her myfterious glais 
Embody to thy view ; like Venus kind. 

When to her labouring fon, the vengeful powers 
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That urg’d the fall of Ilium, Ihe difplay’d,. 

He, not imprudent, at the fight declin’d- 
The unequal conflict, and decreed to raife 
The Trojan welfare on fome happier Ihore.. 

For here to drain thy fwelling purfe await 
A thoufand arts, a thoufand frauds attend. 

The cloud-wrought canes, the gorgeous fnuif-boxes 
The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee. 

With all its blight inhabitants, ihall wade 
« Its melting fiores,, and in the dreary void' 

Leave not a doit behind.” Ere yet exhaud 
Its fiimfy folds offend thy penfive eye,, 

Away I embofom’d deep in didantihades, 

Nor feen nor feeing, thou mayd vent thy fcorn 
Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold I 
There of the farded fop, and effenc’d beau. 

Ferocious with a doic’s frown difclofe 
Thy manly fcorn, averfe to tinfel pomp ; 

And fluent thine harangue. But can thy foul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drefs. 

Where drefs is merit I where thy graver friend 
Shall wilh thee burnifh’d 1 where the fprightly fair 
Demand embelliihment 1 ev’n Delia’s eye. 

As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 
Inquirent, curious f Fly the curd domain f 
Thefe are the realm’s of luxury and fhew; 

No cladxc foil: away I the bloomy fpring 
Attracts thee hence ; the waning autumn warns | 

Fly to thy native ihades, and dread ev’n there^ 
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Left bufy fancy tempt tby narrow ftate 
Beyond its bounds^ Obferve Florelio^s mien. 

Why treads my friend with melancholy ftep 
That beauteous lawn ? why penftve ftrays his eye 
O’er ftatues, grottoes^ urns, by critic art 
Proportion’d fair ? or from his lofty dome. 

Bright glittering through the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleas ’d> difconlblate i And is it love^ 

Lifaftrous love, that robs the finifh’d fcencs 
Of all their beauty ? centering all in her 
His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufe 
Springs this remorfeful gbom ? is confcious guilt 
The latent fource of more than love’s defpair ? 

It cannot be within that pblilh’d breaft 

Where fcience dwells, that guilt ftxould harbour there ; 

No I ^tis the fad furvey of prefent want. 

And paft profufion! Loft to him the Iweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charm 
For other eyes 5 or, if remaining, proofs 
Of criminal expence 1 Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains I 
How gkdfome once he rang’d your native turf. 

Your fimple fbenes, how raptur’d! ere expence 
Had lavifh’d thonfand ornaments, and taught 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pall. 

Pomp to deje^, and beauty to difpleafe. 

Oh I for a fo^ to the glare of wealth. 

To fortune’s wide exhauftlcfs tre^ury. 

Nobly fuperior I but let cauuon guide 
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The coy difpofil of the wealth we fcorn> 

And prudence be our almoner I Alas I 
The pilgrim, w^andering o^er fome didant 
Sworn foe of avarice ! not difdains to leara 
Its coin^s imputed worth ; the dedin^d means 
To fiuooth his palTage to the favour’d Ihrine. 

Ah let not us, who tread this itranger-world. 

Let none who fojourn on the realms of life. 
Forget the land is mercenary 5 nor waHe 
His fare, ere landed on no venal ihore. 

Let never bard confult Palladio’s rules 5 
Let never bard, O Burlington I furvey 
Thy learned art, in Chifwicfc’s dome difplay’d ; 
Dangerous incentive I nor with lingering eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own* 

Better for him, with no ingrateful Mufe, 

To ling a requiem to that gentle foul 

Who plana’d the Iky-light; which to laviih bard& 

Conveys alone the pure etherial ray. 

For garrets him, and fqualid walls await, 

Unlefs, prelageful, from this friendly Itrain^ 

He glean advice, and Ihun the fcrihbler’s doom.. 


PART the THIRD. 

Y ^ once again, and to thy doubtful fate 

The trembling Mufe conligns thee. Ere contempt^ 
Or want’s empoiibn’d arrow, ridicule. 

Transfix thy weak unguarded breaft, behold! 

TKo' 
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The poet’s roofs, the carelefs poet’s, his 
Who fcorns advice, ihall clofe my ferious lay. 

When Gulliver, now great, now little deein’d> 

The play-thing of comparifon, arriv’d 
Where learned bofoms their ^aerial fchemes 
Frojedted, lludious of the public weal; 

’Mid thefe, one fubtler artifl: he defcry’d. 

Who cherifh’d in his dully tenement 
The fpider’s web, injurious, to fupplant 
Fair Albion’s fieeces 1 Never, never may 
Qur monarchs on fuch fata! purpofe fmile. 

And irritate Minerva’s beggar’d Ions 
The Melkfham weavers 1 Here in every nook 
Their wefts they fpun ; here revel’d uncontroul’d. 
And, like the flags from Wellminfter’s high roof 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures wavM. 

Such,, fo adorn’d, the cell I mean to iing! 

Cell ever fqualid ! where the the fneerfal maid 
Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes. 

That comes to all I o’er whofe quiefcent walls 
Arachne’s unmokfted care has drawn 
Curtains fubfulk, and fave th’ expence of art. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad. 

Where wandering fnails in many a flimy path. 

Free, unreftrain’d, their various journeys crawly. 
Peregrinations ibrange, and labyrinths 
Confus’d, inextricable I fuch the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne’er explain’’d ! 

Hooks! ^g!es1 crooks! andmvoIuiians'wEd! 

Mean 
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Mean time, thna filver’-d with meanders ga;y» 

In mimic pride tke fnaU-wrought tiiTue ibines. 
Perchance af tabby> or of harateen,, 

Not ill eJcprellive 1 fach the power of fnaiU. 

Behold the chair, vvhofe fradur’d feat inhriii 
An ag^d culhion hides 1 replete with dull 
The foliag'd velvety pleahng to the eye 
Of great Eliza^s reign, but now the.fnare 
Of weary gueft that on the fpecions bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah I difallrone wight ! 

In evil hour and ralhly dofi thou truft 

The fraudful couch I for, though in velvet cas’d. 

Thy fated thigh fiiall kifs the dufty floor. 

The traveller thus, that o’er Hibernian plains 
Hath fliap’d his way ; on beds profufe of flowers, 
Cowllip, or .primrofe, or the circular eye 
Of daifie fair, decrees to balk fupine. 

And feel delighted, down *he drops, fecure 
Of fweet refrelhment, .eafe without annoy. 

Or lufeious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv’d. 
Much fuifering pilgrim 1 thou nor noon-day nap, 
Nor fweet repofe .Jhalt find,; the falfe morafs 
In quivering ^undulations yields beneath 
Thy burdeiv,^i%,*|h^ ap^^ph enclos’d I 
And who would trufl appearance*? cafl.tliine eye 
Where ’mid machine^ of heterogeneous form 
His coat depends ; alas 1 his only coat, 

Eldefl: of things ! . and naplefs, as an heath 
Of fmall extent by fleecy myriads^^raz’dL 
^ VoL. LIX. S 
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Not difFereftt havel feen in dreary vault 
Difplay’d> a coffin ; on each fable fide 
The texture unmolelled feems entire. 

Fraudful, when touch’d it glides to dufl away ! 

And leaves the wondering fwain to gape, or flare. 
And with expreffive fhrug, and piteous figh. 

Declare the fatal force of rolling years. 

Or dirfe extent of frail mortality. 

This aged veflure, fcorn of gazing beaux. 

And formal cits, (themielves too haply fcorn ’d) 

Both on its fleeve and on its ikirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide-fparkling : for, if e’er 
Their well-known crefl met his delighted eye. 
Though wrapt in thought, commercing with the fky. 
He, gently &oojpingy fcorn’d not to upraife. 

And on each fleeve, as confcious of their ufe. 
Indenting fix them 5 nor, when arm’d with thefe. 

The cure of rents and feparations dire. 

And chafms enormous, did he view difmay’d 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, bufh, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and hole ! had any wight 
Of vulgar MI, the tender texture own’d; 

But gave his mmd to form a fbnnet quaint 
Of Silvia’s fhoe-iiing, or Of doe’s fan. 

Or fweetly-faidon^d tip of GeBa’s ear. 

Alas ! by fequent deeiys force 
Of mortal art! foe refoaa<»y robe 
Eludes the t^for’s elite hife* wn; 

How potent once, in mxioji qcmiit conjoined ! 
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See near Ms bed (Ms bed too faMeljr calPd 
The place of reft, while it a Bard fulkins ; 

Pale, meagre, Mufe-rid wight I who reads in vain 
Narcotic volumes o’er) Ms candleftick. 

Radiant machine, when from the plaftic hand 
Of Mulciber, the mayor of Birmingham, 

The engine iiTuedj now alas diiguis’d 
By many an undluou^ tide, that wandering down 
Its Tides congeal; what he, perhaps, eifays 
With humour forc’d, and ill-dilTembled fmile. 

Idly to liken to the poplar’s trunk 
When o^er its bark the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleahng fold, incrufts the tree. 

Or fuits Mm more the winter’s candy’d thorn. 

When from each branch, anneal’d, the works of froft 
Pervaiive, radiant ificles depend ? 

How lhall I iiug the various ill that waits 
The careful Ibnneteer ? or who can paint 
The Ihifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
To patch Ms panelefs window; to cement 
His batter’d tea-pot^ ill-retentive vafe ? 

To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Want’s fefl appearance, of the real ill 
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin 'imfbreleen 
Invades Ms chattels ; ruin will invade ; 

Will claim Ms whole inventioii to repair. 

Nor, of the gift, for tuneful ends deiign’d. 

Allow one part to decorate Ms fong. 

While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
Confeious of every Ihift, of every ftiift 
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Indicative, his inmoft plot betrays. 

Points to the nook, tvhich he his ftudy calls 
-Pompous and vain ! for thus he might efteem 
His cheft, a wardrobe ; purfe, a treafury; 

And Ihews, to crown her full difplay, himfelf. 

One whom the powers above, in place of health. 
And wonted vigour ; of paternal cot. 

Or little farm ; of bag, or fcrip, or ftafF, 

Cup, dilh, fpoon, plate, or worldly utenfil, 

A poet fram’d ; yet fram’d not to repine. 

And wiih tlie cobler’s loftieft fite his own ; 

J^or, partial as they feem, upbraid the fatesi 
Who to the humbler mechanifm, join’d 
Goods fo fuperior, fuch exalted blifs'! 

See with what feeming eafe, what labour’d peace. 
He, haplefs hypocrite ! refines his nail. 

His chief amufement ! then how feign’d, how forc’d. 

That care-defying fonnet, which implies 

His debts difcharg’d, and he of half a crown 

In full poffeffion, uncontelled right 

And property ! Yet ah '! whoe’er this wight 

Admiring view, if fuch there be, diflxuft 

The vain pretence j the fmiles that harbour grief 

As lurks the ferpent deep in flowers unwreath’d. 

Forewarn’d, be frugal? or with prudent rage 

Thy pen demolilh; chafe the trullier flail. 

And blefs thofe labours which the choice infpir’d. 

But if thou view’fl: a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common fenfe, who feefcs no brighter name. 

Him envy, him admire, him, from thy breaft, - 
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Frefcient of futafe dignities, falute 
Sheriff, or mayor, in comfortable furs 
Enwrapt, fecure : nor yet? the laureates crown 
In thought exclude him' 1 He perchance Ihall riie 
To nobler heights than fbrehght can decree. 

When, iir’d with wrath, for his intrigues difplay^(i«f 
In many an idle fong, Saturnian Jove 
Vow’d fure deftru0:ion to the tuneful race ; 

Appeas’d by fuppliant Phoebus, Bards, , he faid. 
Henceforth of plenty, wealth,, and* pomp d'ebarr’d,.. 
But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
Secure of thunder.” — Low the Delian bow’d,. 

Nor at th’ invidious favour dar’d repine. 

The R FINK’D ABBEY; 

O R, 

The effects of SUPERSTITION: 

A T length fair peace with, olive crown’d' regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 
Of wood or fount the frighted Mufe returns. 

Happy the Bard, who, from his native hills,. 

Soft muling on- a fummer’s eve, furveys 
His a&ure ilream, with peniile woods enclos’d V 
Or o’er the glaffy furface, with his friend. 

Or faithful fair, through bordering .willows gteer^ 
Wafts histmali frigate, Fearlefs he of Ihouts,, 

Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
That ape confulion from the realms they rule I’ 
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tlicfc i w}io iEzrcs tlic gcnScr voice 
Of peace and mufic j birds of fweeteft fong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay. 

And chear the foreft; birds of brighter jilnni .^ 
With bufy pinion Ikim the glittering wave. 

And tempt the lun j ambitious to dilplay 
Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute. 

Or number’d verfe, by female voice endear’d. 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the feene. 

If folitude his wandering Heps invite 
fo Ibme more deep recels (for hours there are. 
When gay, when Ibcial minds to friendlhip’s voice. 
Or beauty s charm, her wild abodes prefer J ^ 

How pleas’d he treads her venerable lhades. 

Her folemn courts ! the centre of the grove ! 

The root-built cave, by far-extended rocks 
Around embofOm’d, how it foothes the foul ! 
Iffcoop’d at firft by fuperftitious hands 
The rugged cell receiv’d alone the Ihoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here. 

Yet virtue pleas’d, at intervals, retires: 

Yet here may wifdom, as Ihe walks the maze. 

Some ferious truths colleS, the rules of life. 

And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold J 

I aik not wealth ; but let me hoard with care, ' 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard’s ait, 

A few fix’d principles j in early life. 

Ere indHence impede the fcarch, explor’d. 

Then, like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment’s eye, when quibbling fchools attack 
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My grounded hope, or fubtler wrts deride,^ 

Will I not blulh to Ihun the vain debate. 

And this mine anfwer ; Thus, 'twas tlius I thougnt^ 
*\My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire j 
Thus will I think, averfe to liften more 
To^ntricate difcuffion, prone to ftray. 

Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend 
My fettled faith ; my mind, with age impair^d^ 

Too fare its own infirmities declare. 

But 1 am arm’d by caution, ftudious youth, 

‘‘ And early forelight ; now the winds may rife, 

" The tempeH whidle, and the billows roar ; 

My pinnace rides in port, delpoil’d and worn. 
Shatter’d by time and Horms, but while it Ikun®' 

Th’ inequal cbnfiid, and declines the deep. 

Sees the firong velfel liudtuate lefs fecure.” 

Thiis while he Hrays, a thoufand rural fcenes 
Suggell inftrudion, and indru€dng pleafe. 

And fee bemixt the grove’s extended arms 
An abbey’s rude remains attract thy view. 

Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering ftep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deftroy 
Tree, branch, or lhade, for never lhall thy breaft 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove th* obftru^ve bough ; nor yet refufe. 

Though lighing, to dedroy that favourite pine. 

Rais’d by thine hand; in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that Icreens the vaft remains* 
Aggriev’d but condant as the Roman fire, 

S 4 
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The rigid when his conquering ion 

Bled by a parent’s- voice the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timelefsly difplay’d 5 
Nor ceaie till, through the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobftru£led ; thither oft thine eye 
Shall fweetly wander. 5 thence returning, foothe^ 
With penfive fcenes thy philofophic mind, 

Thefe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 

Q fuperdition ! hence the dire difeafe,. 

{Balanc’d, with which the fam’d Athenian peli: 

Were, a ihort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranhent indigedion) feiz’d mankind. 

Long time ihe rag’d, and fcarce a fouthern gale. 
Waym’d our chill air, unloaded with. the threats 
Of tyrant Rome but futile all, till fhe, 

Rome’s abler legate,, magnify *d their powers*,, 

And ^ a thouiand horrid forma attir’d. 

Where then was truth to fan^lify the page 
Of Britifh, annals ? if a foe expir’d,, 

The perjur’d monk fuborn’d infernal Ihrieks, 

And fiends to jfiiatch at the departing foul 
With hellifii, emBladon, If a friend,. 

Hig|i of er Ms exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres^ and waft him to the Ikies.. 
What then were vcmts,. were oaths, were pEghted 
faitJhi 

The fovereign’s jufi, the fubjeaL’s loyal paft. 

To cheriih mutual good, annuE’d, and. vain. 

By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroll 
Ere the frail fanaion of the wax was cold. 


Whh 
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With th€e> * Plantagenet from ciyil broils 
l"he knd a while refpir’d, and all was peace. 

Then Becket rofe> and,, impotent of mind, 

From regal courts with lawlefs fury marcVd 
The churches blood-dain’d convifls,. and. forgave;. 
Bid murderous priefts the fovereign frown contemn,, 
And with unhallowed croiier bruis’d the crown* 

Yet yielded not fupinely tame a prince 
Of Henry’s virtues; learn’d, courageous, wife. 

Of fair ambition*. Long his regnal foul 
Firm and ere£tthe peevifk prieft exil’d. 

And brav’d the fury of revengeful Rome. 

In vain ! let one faint malady diifufe 
The peniive gloom which fuperlHtion loves. 

And fee him, dwindled to a recreant groom. 

Rein the proud palfrey whilil the pried afcends I'’ 

Was f Coeur-de-lion bled with- whiter days ^ 

Here the cowl’d zealots with united axes 
Urg’d., the crufade ; and fee,, of half his dores 
Befpoil’d the wretch,, whofe wifej bofom chofe. 

To blefs his friends, his race,. Ms native land*. 

Of ten fair funs that, roll’d their annual race. 

Not one beheld him. on his vacant tbrone ; 

While l^ughty % Longchamp, ’mid his livery’d files*. 
Of wanton vafials, fpoiJ’dMs faithful, realm. 

Battling in. foreign fields; coliefling wide 
A laurel harved for a pillag’dJand*. 

^ Heniyll* f Rlchard.U 

$ Bifimp of Ely, Lord Chancellor# 
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